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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 
MEN. 


Fir Joun FALSTAFF, 
FENTON, 
SHALLOW, a Country Fuſtice. 


SLENDER, Couſin to Shallow. 
5 wm | Two Gentlemen dwelling at Minaſir. 


Sir HUGH Evans, a Welch Parſon, 
Dr. Calus, a French Doctor. 


FHeoft of the Garter. 
BARDOLPH, 


PIsTOL, 

= Es 

Rozin, Page to Falliaft. 

WiLLIAaM PAGE, a Boy, Son to Mr, Page. 
SIMPLE, Servant to Slender. 

RUB, Servant to Dr. Caius. 


W 0 ME. N. 
Mrs, PAGE, 
Mrs. FoRp. 
Mrs. ANNE Pacx, Daugbter to Ar. Page, in his with 
Fenton. 


Mrs. Quick, Servant to Dr. Caius. 
| Servants to Page, Ford, ec. 
SCENE, Windſor; and the Parts adjacent. 
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SCENE I. Before Pace's Houſe in Windhr. 


Enter Fuſtice SHALLOW, SLENDER, and Sir Hucn 
EANs. - | 


Shallno. 


IR Hugh, perſuade me not : I will make a Star-cham- 
ber matter of it: if he were twenty Sir John Fal- 

aſfs, he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, eſquire. 

Slen. In the county of Gloſter, juſtice of peace, and 

coram. 

SHal. Ay, couſin Slender, and cuſtaloram. 

Slen. Ay, and ratalorum too; and a gentleman born, 

maſter parſon; who writes himſelf armigero; in any bill 

Warrant, quittance, or obligation, armigero. 

Shal. Ay, that 1 do; and have done any time theſe 

three hundred years. 

Slen. All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, have ton! 3 

and all his anceſtors that come after him, may: they 

may give the dozen white luces in their coat. 

Spal. It is an 918 coat. 

Za. The do n white louſes do become an old coat 
well; it agrees we'l, paſſant; it is a familiar beaſt to man 

and ſigniffes—love. 

Shal. The luce is the sh fiſn; the falt fiſh 3 is an old 

coat, | 

Slen. I may quarter, coz, 

Shal. You may by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a whit. 

Log. Yes, py'r-lady ; if he has a quarter of. your coat, | 
there is but three ſirts for yourſelf, in my fimple conjec- 

tures : but that is all one: If fir John Falſtaff have com- 

mitted diſparagements unto you, I am of the church, and 

will be glad to do my benevolence, to make atonements 

and compromiſes between you, | 2 & 
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and there is alſo another device in my prain, which, per- 


is virginity. 


Ipeaks ſmall like a woman. 


- able to overtake ſeventeen years old ; it were a goot mo- 
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Shal. The council ſhall hear it; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the council hear of a riot ; there 
is no fear of Got in a riot: the council, look you, ſhall 
deſire to hear the fear of Got, and not hear a riot; 3 take 
your vizaments in that, ' 

Shal. Ha! o'my life, if I were young again, the h 
end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends 1 is the ſword, ai end it: 


adventure, prings goot diſcretions with it: there is Anne 
Page, which is daughter to maſter George Page, which 


Sen. Miſtreſs Anne Page! ſhe has brown hair, an 


Eva. It is that very perſon for all the *orld, as juſt as 
ou will deſire; and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and 
gold, and ſilver, is her grandſire, upon his death's bed 
(Got deliver to a joyful reſurrection!) give, when ſhe is 


tion, if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a 
marriage between maſter Abraham and miſtreſs Anne 
FIR 7 ES | 
Slen. Did her grandſire bore her ſeven hundred pounds? 
Eva. Ay, and her fathes is make her a petter penny. 
Slen. I know the young eee ſhe has good 
gifts. 
Eva. Seven hundred pounds and poſbiitie, is good 
. 
Shal. Well, let us os honeſt maſter Page: is Falſtaff 
there? 
Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? I do deſpiſe a liar as I do 
deſpiſe one that is falſe; or as I deſpiſe one that is not true. 
The knight, fir John, is there; and I beſeech you, be 
ruled by your well-willers, I will peat the door | Knocks} - 
for maſter Page, What, hoa ! Got pleſs * houſe here! 


Enter Pact E. 


Page. Who s there? | 
oa. Here is Got splefling, ark your nt 55 juſ- 
tice ae and here is Foy maſter Slender ; 3 that 
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peradventures, ſhall tell you another tale, if matters grow 
to your likings. 

Page, I am glad to ſee your worſhip well: I thank 
you for my veniſon, maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Mafter Page, I am glad to ſee you; Much good 
do it your good heart! I wiih'd your veniſon better; it 
was ill kilPd :—How doth good miſtreſs Page? —and I 
thank you always with my heart, la; with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you, 

hal Sir, I thank, you; by yea and no, I &. 

Page, I am glad to ſee you, good maſter Slender. 


Slen. How does your fallow n, fir? J heard 


ſay, he was out- run on Cotſale. 

Page. It could not be judg'd, ſir. 

Slen. You'll not nk you'll not confeſs, 

Shal. That he will not ;— 'tis your fault, *tis your 
fault :—'Tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, fir. | 

Shal. Six, he's a good "Ip" and a fair dog: Can there 
be * ſaid? he is good, and fair. —Is fir John F Falſtaff 
here! 


office between you. 
Eva. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeak, 
Shal. He hath wrong d me, maſter Page. 
Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeſs it. 


Spal. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not that 
| ſo, maſter Page: He hath wrong'd me ; indeed, he hath; 
—at a word he hath ;—believe me ;—Robert Shallow, 


eſquire, ſaith he is wrong'd. 
Page. Here comes vir John. 


Enter Sir Jonn FALSTAFF, BARDOLPH, Nym, end 
P1sTOL. 


Fal. Now, maſter Shallow, you'll complain of me to 


the king! 
Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my deer 
and broke open my lodge. 
Fal. But not kiſs'd your keeper's daughter, | 
$hal, Tut, a pin! this ſhall be anſwer d. 


Page. Sir, he is within; and I would [ could do a good 


W 
.. ß 
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Fal. I will anſwer it ſtraight; —1 have done all this: 
That is now anſwer'd. 


HS)hal. The council ſhall know this. 


Fal. *Twere better for you if *twere known i in coun- 
cil; you'll be laugh'd at. 
Evan, Pauca verba, Sir John; good worts. 
Fal. Good worts! good cabbage ;—Slender, I broke 
ou head; What matter have you againſt me! 
Slen. Marry, fir, I have matter in my head Se, Nm 55 
and againſt you coney-catching raſcals, — 
and Piſtol. 
Bar. Vou Banbury cheeſe! 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Piſt. How now, Mephoſtophilus. 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Mm. Slice, I fay ! pauca, Sauce ; ; flice! that's my hu- 
cr, 
| Slen. Where's Simple, my man? can you tell, couſin ? 
Eva. Peace: I pray you! Now let us underſtand: 
There is three umpires in this matter, as I underftand : 
that is—maſter Page, fidelicet maſter Page; and there is 
myſelf, fidelicet, myſelf; and the three parties is, e 
and finally, mine hoſt of the Garter. 
Page. We three to hear it, and end it between chem. 
Eva. Fery goot: Iwill make a prief of it in my note- 
book; and we will afterwards *ork upon the cauſe, with 
as great diſcreetly as we can. 
Zul Piſtol,— 
Piſt He hears with ears. 
Eva. The tevil and his tam! what phraſe is this, He 
hears with ears? Why, it is affeQations. 
Fal. Piſtol, did you pick maſter Slender's purſe ? 
Slen. Ay, by theſe gloves, did he (or I would I might 
never come in mine own great chamber again elſe), of 
ſeven groats in mill-fixpences, and two Edward ſhovel- 
boards, that coſt me two ſhillings and two-pence a-piece 


of Yead Miller, by theſe gloves. 


Fal. Is this true, Piſtol ? 

Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a 3 

Piſt. Ha, thou ee, bree ——8ir John, and 
maſter mine. | 
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J combat challenge of this latten bilboe: 
Word of denial in thy labra's here 
Word of denial: froth and ſcum, thou ly'ſt. 

Sen. By theſe gloves, then *twas he. 

Nym. Be advis'd, fir, and paſs good humours : J will 
ay, marry trap, with you, if you run the nuthook's hu- 
mour on me; that is the very note of it. 

_ Slen, By this hat then, he in the red face had it: for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made me ; 
drunk, yet I am not altogether an als. f 

Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard. Why, ſir, for my part, I ſay, the gentleman had 
drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences, 

Eva. It is his five ſenſes: fie, what the ignorance is 

Bard. And being fap, fir, was, as they ſay, * d; 
and ſo concluſions paſs'd the careires. 

Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but tis no 
matter: Pl] never be drunk whilſt I live again, but in ; 
honeſt, civil, godly company, for this trick: if I be drunk, 

Il be drunk with thoſe that have the fear of God, and 
not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. 80 Got 'udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 


Fal. You hear all theſe matters _—_ gentlemen z ; 
you hear it, 


Enter Miſtreſs Ax NR "RP with Wines Mifireſs Fonp 25 
and Miſtreſs PAGE following. 
Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'll drink 
within. [Exit ANNE PAGE. 
Slen, O heaven! this is miſtreſs Anne "_ 
Page. How now, miſtreſs Ford ? 
Cal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth you are very well 
met: by your leave, good miſtreſs. [ Kiſſmg ber. 
Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen welcome: Come, 
we have a hot veniſon paſty to dinner; come, gentlemen, 
J hope we ſhall drink down all unkindnefs. 
[ Exeunt all but SHAL. SLEND. and EVANS. 


Slen. had rather than forty ſhillings, I had my book 
of ſorgs and ſonnets here : —_—_ 


. rer 2 als * a 5 p84 a a 


| Enter S1MpLE.. | f 
How now, Simple; where have you been; muſt wait 
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on myſelf, muſt 1? You bave not the book of e 


about you, have you? 


Simp. Book of riddles? why, did you. not lend it to 
Alice Shortcake, en een laſt, a n | 


afore Michaelmas? 


Shal. Come, coz; e cox: we Stay for you. A 
word with you coz; marry, this coz ; There is, as twere, 
a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by fir Hugh re; z 


Do you underſtand me:? 


Slen. Ay, fir, you ſhall find me reaſonable; if it be ſo, 


I ſhall do that at is reaſon, . + 
Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. 
Slen. So ] do, fir. | 


Eva. Give ear to his motions, aller Slender: I will 


deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 
Sen. Nay, I will do, as my couſin Shallow ſays: I 


pray you, pardon me; he's a juſtice of PRAce. in his coun- 


try, ſumple though I ſtand here. 

Eva. But that is not the e the queſtion is con- 
cerning your marriage. ba 

Sal. Ay, there's the point, . 

Eva. Marry, is it; the very Roms of it; to miſtreſs 
Anne Page; 5 4;4 

Slen. Why, if it be ſo, I will marry her, upon any 
reaſonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affection the oman? let us com- 
mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips; for 
divers philoſophers hold, that che lips is parcel of the 
mouth; — Therefore, preciſely, can 2 W your good- 

will to the majd? 

Shal. Couſin Abraham Slendery can you love her? 

- Sien, J hope, fir, —I will do, as it ſhall become one that 
would do reaſon, - 

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his Jadies, you ud weak 
poſſitable, if you can carry her your deſires towards her. 
HSh)hal. That * muſt: : Will you, pes good dowry, 

marry her ? 


Sen. 1 will do a greater thing than that, upon your 


requeſt, couſin, in any reaſon. 
_ Shal, Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet coz; what 
I do i is to e you, coz: Can you love the maid : : 


46h 
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Slen. I will marry her, fir, at your requeſt ; but if there 
be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven may de- 


creaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are marry'd 


and have more occaſion to know one another: I hope up- 
on familiarity. will grow more contempt : but if you ſay, 
marry her, I will marry her, that I am freely diſſolved, 
and diſſolutely. ; 

Eva. It is a very diſcretion anſwer ; fave the faul' is in 
the ort diſſolutely: the *ort is, according to our mean- 
ing, reſolutely his meaning is good, | 

Shal. Ay, I think my couſin meant well, 

Slen, Ay, or elſe I would I might be hang'd, la. 


Re-enter ANNE PAGE. 
Shal. Here comes fair miſtreſs Anne: Would I were 
young for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne | | 
Anne. he dinner is on the table; my father deſires 
your worfhip's company. _ ; 
Shal. I will wait on him, fair miſtreſs Anne. 
Eva, Od's pleſſed will! I will not be abſence at the 


grace, [ £xeunt SHAL. and EVANS. 


Anne. Will't pleaſe your worſhip to come in, fir? 
Sten. No, I thank you, forſooth, heartily; I am very 
Anne. The dinner attends you, fir, 4 
Sen I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forſooth :— 
Go, ſirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my 


. couſin Shallow: [Exit S1MP. j A juſtice of peace ſome- 


time may be beholden to his friend for a man :—l keep 
but three men and a boy yet, till my mother be dead: 


But what though? yet J live like a poor gentleman born. 


Anne. | may not go in without your worthip : they 
will not fit till you come. 


Slen. Pfaith, I'll eat nothing: I thank you as much as 


though T did. 


Anne. I pray you, fir, walk in. v7 
Sen. | had rather walk here, I thank you: I bruis'd 
my {hin the other day with playing at ſword and dagger 


with a maſter of fence, three veneys for a diſh of ttew'd 
prunes; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the ſmell of hot 
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meat ſince, Why do your dogs bark ſo? be there bears 


i' the town? 
Anne. I think there are, firs I heard them talk'd of. 
Slen. I love the ſport well; but I ſhould as ſoon e 
at it as any man in England :—You are enn if you ſee 
the bear looſe, are you not ? 


Anne. Ay, indeed, fir, 


len. That's meat and drink to me now: I oe ſeen 


Sackerſon looſe twenty times; and have taken him by the 
chain : but, I warrant you, the women have fo cry'd and 
ſhriek'd at it, that it pais'd :—but women, indeed, cannot 
abide em; they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 


Re-enter PAGE. 

Page. Come, gentle maſter Slender, come 3 we ſtay ive 
f Eb 
Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, 8 05 
Page. By cock and pye, you ſhall not Sooke fr; come, 
come | | 
Sun. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

Page. Come on, fir. 
Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt, 
Anne. Not 1, fir; pray you, keep on. 


Slen. Truly, I will not 80 firſt; eruly-la | 1 will not 


do you that wrong. ; 
Anne. I pray you, fir. \ 
Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troubleſome : you 


do yourſelf wrong, red EN | [Exeunt. 


SCENE H. 
Enter Evans and SIMPLE. 

Eva. Go your ways, and aſk of Dr Caius' houſe which 
is the way: and there dwells one miſtreſs Lays which 
is in the manner of his nurſe, or his dry nurſe, or his cook, 
or his laundry, his waſher, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, fir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet :—give her this letter ; ; 5 
it a *oman that altogether's acquaintance with miſtreſs 
Anne Page; and the letter is, to defire and require hee 
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e AS oF TED 
= * f e=x* 1 * * lk Y 


— 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR? 11 


to ſolicit your maſter's deſires to miſtreſs Anne Page: 1 
pray you, be gone; I will make an end of my dinner; 
there's Pepe and cheeſe to come. 


5 
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SCENE III. The Garter Inn. 


Enter ce, Hosr, Bore N VII, PISTOL, 


and RoBIN. 


Pal. Mine hoſt of the Garter, — 


Hoft. What: fays my bully-rook? ſpeak ſcholarly and 


wiſely. 


Fal. Truly, mine hoſt, I muſt turn away ſome of my 
followers. 


Hof. Diſcard bully Hercules; caſhier let them wag 
trot, wo: 


Fal. ] ſit at ten pounds a- winks” 
| Hot. Thou'rt an emperor, Cæſar; Keiſar, and Pheezar. 


I will entertain Bardolph ; he ſhall mw, he ſhall tap: 


Said I well, bully Hector? 
Fal. Do ſo, good mine hoſt. 
Hojt. J have ſpoke ; let him follow: Let me ſee thee 
froth and lime: I am at a word; follow. [ Exit Hoff. 
Fal. Bardolph, follow him; a tapſter is a good trade: 


An old cloak makes a new jerkin ; 3 a wither'd ſerving- 
man, a freſh tapſter: Go, adieu. 


Bard. It is a life I have defir'd : I will thrive. 


[Exit BaRDoLPH, 
Pie. O baſe Gongarian wight | wilt thou the ſpigot 


wield? 


Mm. He was gotten in drink: Is not the humour con- 


ceited? His mind is not heroic, and there's the humour 
of it. 


Fal. I am glad ! am ſo acquit of this tinderbox: his 


thefts were too open: his filching was like an unſkil ful 


linger, he kept not time. 


ym. The good humour is, to ſteal at a minute's reſt. 


Piſt. Convey, the wiſe i it call: Steal foh! a fico for 
the phraſe ! 


Tal. Well, firs, I am ahmed out at heels. 
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Piſt. Why then let kibes enſue. 
Fal. There i is no remedy ; I muſt coney-catch, I maſt 


——_ 
. Young ravens muſt have food. 
. Fl Which of you know Ford of this town? 
Piſt. I ken the wight ; he is of ſubſtance good. 
Fal. My honeſt lads, 1 will tell you what I am about. 
Piſt. Two yards, and more. 


Fal. No quips now, Piſtol: Indeed, J am in the waiſt 


two yards about: but I am now about no waſte: I am 


about thrift, Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford's 


wite; I ſpy entertainment in her; the diſcourſes, ſhe 
carves, ſhe gives the leer of i invitation: I can conſtrue the 
action of her familiar ſtyle ; and the hardeſt voice of her 
behaviour, to be Engliſh'd rightly, is, I am Sir Fobm Fal. 
t S. 
Sa He hath ſtudy'd her will, and tranſlated her will; ; 
out of honeſty into Engliſh, _ 
Vm. The anchor is deep: Will that humour paſs ? 
Fal. Now, the report goes, ſhe has all the rule . her 
huſband's purſe; ſhe hath a legion of angels. 
Piſt. As many devils entertain; and, To her, boy, a I. 
Mm. The humour ples; z it is good: humour me the 


angels. 


Fal. J have writ me as: a letter to her : 3 here 


another to Page's wife; who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examined my parts with moſt judicious eyelids z 
fometimes the beam of her yiew gilded my foot, ſome- 
times my portly belly. 
Piſt. Then big the ſun on dung-hill ſhine, 
| ym. ] thank thee for that humour. 
Tal O, the did ſo courſe- O er my exteriors with ſuch 


a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did ſeem 


to ſcorch me up like a burning-glaſs ! Here's another let- 
ter to her: ſhe bears the purſe too; ſhe is a region in 
Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheater to them 
both, and they ſhall be exchequers to me; they ſhall be 
my Faſt and Weſt Indies, and I will ae. to them both. 


Go, bear thou this letter to miſtreſs Page; and thou this 


to miſtreſs Ford: we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 


2 


wo 


_— 
<> io 
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Piſt. Shall 1 fir Pandarus of Troy become. 


And by my ſide wear ſteel | then Lucifer take all! 


Nym. I will run no baſe humour : here, take the hu- 


mour letter; I will keep the haviour of reputation. 


Fal. Hold, firrah, bear you theſe letters tightly; 

Sail like my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. [To RoBin. 

Rogues, hence, avaunt! vaniſh like hail ſtones, go; 

Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; ſeek ſhelter, pack! 

Falſtaff will learn the humour of this age, 

French thrift, you rogues ; myſelf, and ſcirted page. 

[Exeunt FALSTAFF and Boy. 
Piſt. Let vultures gripe thy guts! for e and fullam 
holds ; 


And high and low beguiles the rich and poor: 


Teſter I'Il have in pouch, when thou ſhalt lack, 
Baſe Phr Van Turk! 


Nym. 


* 


have operations in my head, which be humours 
of revenge. 

Piſt. Wilt thou revenge? 

Mm. By welkin, and her far! 

Piſt. With wit, or ſteel ? 

Nym. With both the humours, I: 

7 will diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford. 

Piſt. And T to Page ſhall eke unfold, 

How F alftaff, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. 

Mm. My humour ſhall not cool: I will incenſe Ford to 
deal” with poiſon : I will poſſeſs him with yellowneſs, for 
the revolt of mien is dangerous: that is my true humour, 

Piſt. Thou art the Mars of malecontents: I ſecond 


thee z troop on. I Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Dr. Carus': Hu 


Enter Ars. QUICKLY, SIMPLE, and JOHN Rucsy. 


Quiet. What; John Rugby I pray thez, go to the 
caſement, and ſee if you can ſee my maſter, maiter Doctor 
Caius, coming; if he do, i'faith, and find any body in the 
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houſe, here will be an old abuſing of God's patience, and 
the king's Engliſh, 


Rug. Tl go watch. Eat Rucay. 


Duic. Go; and we'll have a poſſet for't ſoon at night, 
in faith, at the latter end of a ſea-coal fire. An honeſt, 


willing, kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall come in houſe | 


withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- 
bate : his worſt fault is, that he is given to prayer; he is 
ſomething peeviſh that way: but no body but has his 
fault; but let that paſs. Peter er you ſay your 
name is? 

Simp. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quic. And maſter Slender's your maſter ? 

Simp. Ay, forſooth. 

Quic. Does he not wear a great round beard, like a 


glover's paring-knife? 


Simp. No, forſooth: he hath but a little wee face, | 


with a little yellow beard; a Cain-colour'd beard, 
Quic. A ſoftly-ſprighted man, is he not? 


Smp. Ay, forſooth: but he is as tall a man of his hands, 


as any is between this and his head; he hath fought with 
a warrener, 


Quuic. How fay you ?——oh, I ſhould N bim; * 
Does he not hold up his head, as it were, and A in his 


gait ? 
Simp. Yes, indeed does he. 


Quic. Well, heaven ſend Anne Page n no worſe fortune! 


Tell maſter parſon Evans I will do what I can for your 
_ maſter: Anne 1 is a good girl, and I Win 
EKRe. enter RUGBY. 


Rug. Out, alas! here comes my maſter. 
Quic. We ſhall all be ſnent: Run in here, good young 


man; go into this cloſet. [Shuts SIMPLE in 1 the cloſet. | 


He will not ray long.--W hat, John Rugby John, what, 
John, I fay — Go, John, go inquire for my maſter; I 
doubt he be not well, that he comes eee eee 
duron, down) a-dnwn-a, e. ; L. 


\ 


Enter Doctor Car Us. 


Cains. Vat is you ſing? I do not like deſe toys; Pray 


{ 
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you, go and vetch me in my cloſet un boitier verd; a box, 

a green- a box: Do intend vat I ſpeak ? a green- a box. 
Quic. Ay, forſooth, I'Il fetch it you. 

J am glad he went not in himſelf: if he had found the 

young man, he would have been horn-mad. A Me, 
Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe ! ma fot, il fait fort chaud. Je n'en 


vai a la Gur, l grande faire. 


Quic. Is it this, fir? 

Caius. Ouy; ; metteʒ le au mon 8 3 Depèchex, quick- 
ly: Vere is that knave W | 

Quic. Net John Rugby! John! 

Rug. Here, fir. 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack Rugby: 
Come, take-a your rapier, and come after my heel to de 
court. 

Rug. *Tis ready, fir, here in the porch. 

us. By my trot, I tarry too long.—Od's me! 

way joublie? dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, dat I 
vill not for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 

Quic, Ay me! he'll find the young man there, and be 
mad, 

Caius, O diable, able] vat is in my cloſet ?—Villaine, 
Larron! Rugby, my rapier. 
[ Pulls STMPLE: out of the Claſet. 

Quit. Good maſter, be content. 

Caius, Verefore ſhall I be content- a? 

Duc. The young man is an honeſt man. 

Caius. Vat ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſet ? 3 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſet. 

Quic. I beſeech you be not fo flagmatic; hear the truth 
of it. He came of an errand to me from parſon Hugh, 

Caius, Vell. 

Simp. Ay, forſooth, to defire her to 

Bit, Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue FT 9 a your tale. 
Sim. To deſire this honeſt gentlewoman, your maid, 
to ſpeak a good word to miſtreſs Anne * for "mY maſter 
in We.) way of marriage. 

his is all, indeed-la; but Tu never put my 

* in the fire, and need not. 
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Caius. Sir Hugh ſend-a you? Rugby, baillez me ſome 


paper: Tarry you a little while, 


Quic. I am glad he is fo quiet: if he had been tho- 
roughly moved, you ſhould have heard him fo loud, and 
ſo melancholy ;—But notwithſtanding, man, I'Il do for 
your maſter what good I can: and the very yea and the 


no is, the French Doctor, my maſter, —I may call him 


my maſter, look you, for I keep his houſe ; and I waſh, 


wiring, brew, bake, ſcour, dreſs meat and drink, make the 
beds, and do all myſelf. 25 


i 8 "Tis a great charge, to come under one body's 
and, 3 . 

2uic. Are you advis'd o' that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge: And to be up early, and down late; — but not- 
withſtanding (to tell you in your ear: I would have no 
words of it), my maſter himſelf is in love with miſtreſs 
Anne Page; but, notwithſtanding that, ——TI know 
Anne's mind, ——that's neither here nor there, _ 

Caius. You jack*nape ; give-a dis letter to ſir Hugh; 


dy gar, it is a ſnallenge; I will cut his throat in de park; 
and I vill teach a ſcurvy jack-a-nape prieſt to meddle or 


make: you may be gone; it is not good you tarry 

here: by gar, 1 will cut all his two ſtones ; by gar, 

he ſhall not have a ſtone to trow at his dog. [ Exit Ste. 
Quic. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his friend. Ry 
Caius. It is no matter-a for dat. do you not tell-a 


me dat I ſhall have Anne Page for myſelf ?—by gar, I vill 


kill de jack prieſt ; and I have appointed mine hoſt of d 

arterre to meaſure our weapon: by gar, I vill my- 
{If have Anne Page, 2 . 

Juic. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: 


we mult give folks leave to prate : What, the goujere 


Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit ne; — By gar, 
if I have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your head out of 
door: Follow my heels, Rugby. ep 
Ee: Ra Gag, | [ Exeunt Carvs and RUGBx. 
Quic. You ſhall have An Fool's-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne's mind for that: never a woman in 
Windſor knows more of Anne's mind than I do; nor can 
do more than I do with her, I thank heaven, 
Fent. ¶ Within.) Who's within there, ho? 
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Nu. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houſe, I 
pray you, | 


Enter Mr. FexToN. 
Fent. How now, good woman; how doſt thou? 


Auic. The better that it pleaſes your good worſhip to 
aſk. 


Dont. What news? how does pretty miſtreſs Anne? 
Lic. In truth, ſir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 


gentle; and one "that i is your friend, I can tell you that 


by the way, I praiſe heaven for it. 


Hunt. Shall I do any good, thinkeſt thou! fhall I not 
loſe my ſuit ? 


Quic. 'Froth, ſir, all is in his hands above: but not- 
2 maſter Fenton, I'll be ſworn on a book ſhe 
loves you; SAVE not your worihip a wart about your 
eye? 

Funt. Ves, marry, have I; what of that! 


Quic. Well, thereby hangs a tale: good faith, it is | 


ſuch another Nan : but I deteſt, an honeſt maid as 
ever broke bread :—We had an hour's talk of that wart; 
I ſhall never laugh but in that maid's company But 

indeed, ſhe is given too much to allicolly and muſing: 
But for you—Well—go to. . 

Fent. Well, I ſhall fee her to-day : Hold, there's money 
for thee; let me have thy voice in my behalf: WW; thou felt 
her before me, commend. me | 

Qui. Will I? ay, faith, that we will: and I will tell 
your worſhip more of the wart the next time we have 
confidence; and of other wooers. 


Fent. Well, farewell; J am in great haſte now. [ Pit. 


Quic. Farewell to your worſhip. —Truly, an honeſt 


gentleman z, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's 
mind as well as another does Out upon't! what have I 


forgot? yr (Exit. 
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E Enter Miftreſs PAGE with a Letter. 
V „ ; 3 
"IK 7 HAT), have I ſcap'd love- letters in the holy- 

5 day- time of my beauty, and am I now a ſubject 
for them? Let me fee: Do 
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Aﬀe me no reaſon why I love you; for though love uſe reaſon 
for his preciſion, he admits him not for his counſellor : You are 
not young, no more am I; go to then, there's ſympathy : you 
ars merry, ſo am I; Ha! ha! then there's more ſympathy 
you love jack, and ſo do I: Would you defire better ſympathy ? 
let it ſuffice thee miſtreſs Page (at the leaſt, if the love of a 
foldier can ſuffice), that I love thee : I will not ſay, pity me, 

tis not à ſolater-like phraſe ; but I ſay, love me. 5 mne, 

CCL 

7% ĩð 

Or any kind ligbt. 5 
With all his might, _ 3 

For thee to fight. IJohn Falſtaff. 


What a Herod of Jewry is this?—O wicked, wicked 


world !—one that is we nigh worn to pieces with age, | 
| igh'd 
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to ſhow himſelf a young gallant | What an unwei 
behaviour has this Flemiſh drunkard pick'd (with the 
devil's name) out of my converſation, that he. dares in 
this manner aſſay me ?— Why, he hath not been thrice 
in my company !—W hat ſhould I ſay to.him.?—I was 
then frugal of my mirth :—heaven forgive me Why, 
Þ}1 exhibit a bill in the parliament for the putting down 
of men. How ſhall I be reveng d on him? for,revengtl - 
I will be, as ſure as his guts are made of puddings.  ,.;; 
Fer Miri Fonn): © 19) 
Alten. Ford, Miſtreſs Page! truſt me, I was going to 
. . your houſe. _ is VVV 
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Mrs. Page. And, truſt me, I was coming to youl You 
look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that; I have to 
ſhew to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. *Faith, but you Far in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet, I ſay, I could ſhew 
you to the contrary ; O, miſtreſs Page, give me # a 
counſel, 1 

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ? 1 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one rrifling 
reſpect, I could come to ſuch honour. 

Ars. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the honour: 
What is it ?—diſpenſe with trifles ; — what 3 is it? 
Ars. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal mo- 
5 ment, or ſo, I could be knighted. 5 

Ars. Page. What? — thou leſt |—Sir Alice Ford 
Theſe knights will hack; and ſo thou ſhouldſt not alter 
the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs. Fird. We burn day-lig ht [lane read, read ;— 
perceive how I might be i way I jhall think the 
worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make differ- 
ence of men's liking: And yet he would not ſwear ; 
prais'd women's modeſty ; and gave ſuch orderly and 
well-behav'd reproof to all uncomelineſs, that I would 
have ſworn his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth 
of his words ; but they do no more adhere, and keep place 
together, than the hundredth pſalm to the tune of Green 
Sleeves, What tempeſt, I trow, threw this whale, with 
ſo many tuns of oil in his belly, aſhore at Windſor? How 
' ſhall I be reveng'd on him? I think the beſt way were 
to entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of luſt 
have melted him in bis own greaſe. — Did you over hear 
the like? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs To thy great comfort in this 
he ry of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy 
letter: but let thine inherit firſt ; for, I proteſt, mine 
never ſhall. I warrant he hath a thouſand of thele letters, 
writ with blank ſpace for different names (fure more,) 
and theſe are of the ſecond edition: He will print them 

| B 2 


Ao MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


out of doubt; for he cares not what he puts into the preſs, 
when he would put us two. I had rather be a gianteſs; 
and lie under mount Pelion. Well, I may find you | 
twenty laſcivious turtles, ere one chaſte man. 
Ars. Ford. Why, this is, the very ſame; the very 
hand, the very words: What doth he think of us? 
Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: It makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty. PH entertain 
myſelf like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for, 
ſure; unleſs he knew ſome ſtrain in me, that I know not 
a myſelf, he never would have boarded me in this fury. 
Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it ? PU be ſure to weep | 
| him abovedeck. 
| Mrs. Page. So will I; if he come-under my hatches, 
| . P11 never to ſea again, Let's be reveng'd on him : let's 
appoint him a meeting; give him a ſhow of comfort in 
his ſuit ; and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till he 
hath pawh'd his horſes to mine hoſt of the Garter. 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to act any villainy 
againſt him, that may not ſully the charineſs of our ho- 
| neſty. Oh, that my huſband ſaw this letter! it would 
give eternal food to his jealouſy. _ 
| Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes ; and my good 
man too; he's as far from jealouſy, as I am from giving 
him cauſe ; and that, I hope, is an unmeaſurable diſtance, 
Mrs. Feird. You are the happier woman. 
Mrs. Page. Let's conſult WE againft this greaſy 
knight: Come hither, „ [They Fotere. 
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Enter ForD with PisToL, PAGE with Ny. 


Ford. Well, I hope it be not ſo. 
pi. Hope is a curtail-dog in ſome affairs: 
Sir ohn affects thy wife. 
5 Why, ſir, my wife is not young. 
Piſi. He wooes both high and low; both rich, and poor, 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford; 5 
He loves thy. gally-mawfry 3 3 Ford, perpend. 
Ford. Love my wife? ä | 
Pijt, With liver burning hot: Prevent, or 90 thou, a 
Like Sir Actæon he, with Ying-wood at thy heels — 


O, .odious is the name | 
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Ford. What name, ſir? ey 
Piſt. The horn, I ſay: Farewell. | 
Take heed ; have open eye; for thieves do foot by night: | 
Take heed, ere ſummer comes, or cuckow-birds do fing. — 
Away, fir corporal Nym. 
Believe it, Page; he ſpeaks ſenſe. Exit Pisrol. 
Tord. I will be patient; I will find out this. 
Mm. [Speaking to PAGE. ] And this is true; I like 
not the humour of lying. He hath wrong'd me in ſome 
humours: I ſhould have borne the humour'd letter to her: 
but J have a ſword, and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity. 
He loves your wiſe; there's the ſhort and the long. My 
name 1s corporal Nym; ; I ſpeak; and I avouch. *Tis 1 
true: my name is Nym, and Falſtaff loves your wife.— | 
Adieu! I love not the humour of bread and cheeſe ; and 
there's the humour of it: Adieu. [Exit Ny. 
Page. The humour of it, quoth a' here's a fellow 
irights humour out of his wits. 
Ford. I will ſeek out Falſtaff, | 
Page. I never heard ſuch a drawling, affecting rogue. 
Far If I do find it, well. | 
Page. I will not believe ſuch a Cataian, though the 
prieſt o'the town commended him for a true man. 
Ford. Twas a good ſenſible fellow: Well. 
Page. How now, Meg? 
Arr. Page. Whither f go you, George Hark vou. 
Mrs. Ford. How now, tweet Frank, why art thou 
melancnoly ? 
Ford. I melancholy |! Tam not melancholy. —Get you 
home, go; 7 
Mrs, Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy 
head now.—Will you go, miſtreſs Page? 
Mrs. Page. Have with you. —Yow'll come to-dinner, 
George ?—Look, who comes yonder : ſhe ſhall be our 
amy to this paltry knight. [fide to Mrs. Foro. 


| Pater Mis. QuickLy, 
Mrs. Ford. Truſt me, I thought on her; ſhe fit it. 
Ars. Page. Y ou are come to ſee my dau ghter Anne? 
Pic. Ay, forſooth: And, l pray; how does good Mrs. 
Anne? B 3 


, a 


comes: there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
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Airs. Page. Go in with us, and ſee; we have an hour $ 
talk with you. 
[Exit Mrs. Pact, Mrs. F ORD, and Mrs. Gier. 
| Page. How now, maſter Ford? 
Ford. Y ou heard what this knave told me did you not? ? 
Page. Yes; And you heard what the other told me? 
Ford, Do you think there is truth in them? 

Page Hang em, flaves “ I do not think the knight 
would offer it: but theſe that accuſe him in his intent 
towards our wives, are a yoke of his diſcarded men: my 
"rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 

_ Feird. Were they his men? 
Page. Marry, were they. 
Ford. I like it never the better for that.—Does he lie 
at the Garter? + © 
Page. Ay, marry, does be. If be ſhould intend his 
, voyage towards my wife, I would turn her looſe to him; 
and What he gets more of her than ſharp words, let it lie 
on my head. 
Ford. I do not eiſdoubt my wife; but I would be loth 
to turn them together: A man may be too confident :. I 
would have. nothing lie on my head: I cannot. be thus 
 fatished; + _ 
Page. Look where my ranting hoſt «A the Garter 
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285 Ener Wop and SHALLOW. 


Hit. How now, bully-rook ? thou rt a gentleman 
— uſtice, I fay. 

ollow, mine hoſt, I fallow ad even, and 
8 good maſter Page! Maſter Page, will you go 
with us? we have ſport in hand. 

Heft. Tell him, cavalero-juſtice ; tell him, bully-rook. : 
Shal. Sir, there is a fray to de fought, between Sir 
Hu h the Welch Prieſt, and Caius the French doctor. 
Ferd. Good mine hoſt o'the Garter, a word with You. 

Hoſt f. What ſay”! ſt thou, rei! 
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850 [To Pack. ] Will you go with us to behold it? 
My merry hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapgns; 
and; I think, he hath appointed them contrary places: 
for, believe me, I hear the parſon is no jeſter. Hark, I 
will tell you what our ſport ſhall be. 

"Hoſt. Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my knight, my gueſt- 
cavalier? 31 
Ford. None, I proteſt: but I'll give you a bottle of 
„m ſack to give me recourſe to him, and tel him my 
name is Brook; only for a jeſt. #6 
Hoſt. My hand, bully : thou ſhalt have N and re- 
greſs ; ſaid I well} and thy name ſhall be MEI It is a 
merry knight.— Will you go an-heirs? N 
hal. Have with you, mine hoſt. 
Page. I have heard the F renchman hath good kill in 
his rapter. - t 
Chul. Tut; fir; I could have told you more: In theſe 
times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſles, ſtoccado's, and I 
know not what: 'tis the heart, maſter Page; tis here, 

_ *tis here. I have ſen the time, with my long ſword, 1 
Would, have made you four tall fellows ſkip like rats. 

Hoſt: Here, boys, here, here! ſhall we-wag? 
Page. Have with you;—1 had rather hear them ſcold 
than fight. [ Zxeunt Hoff, SHALLOW, and PAGE, 

Ford. Though Page be a ſecure fool, and ſtand ſo firm- 
| by on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my opinion 

eaſily : She was in his company at Page's houſe; and 
what they made there, I know not. Well, I will look 
further into't : and I have a diſguiſe to found F talk It 
- Ifind her honeſt, 1 loſe not my | 
Notre tis aro well N 


1 
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"SCENE. II. The Carr in. 7 
Enter FALSTAFF and Pirer. 5 N 


Fal. J will not lend thee a penny. 


Piſt. Why, then the world's mine oyſter, which 1 with 
ford will open. —I will retort the ſum. in equipage. 


1 Not do þ pen. I haye been content, far, you ſhould 
B 4 


— — 


left hand, and hiding mine honour in my neceſſity, am 


— — * 
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lay my countenance to pawn: I have grated upon.my 
good friends for three reprieves for you and your coach- 


fellow, Nym; or elſe you had look'd through the grate 


like a geminy of baboons. I am damn'd in hell, for 


ſwearing to gentlemen. my friends, you were good ſoldiers, 


and tall fellows: and when miſtreſs Bridget loſt the han- 


dle of her fan, I took't upon mine honour thou hadſt it 


Piſt. Did'ſt thou not ſhare? hadſt thou not fifteen- 


 pente? k!? 


Fal. Reaſon, you ro ue, reaſon: Think'ſt thou II 


endanger my ſoul gratis? At a word, hang no more about 

me, I am no gibbet for you: — go, A ſhort knife and a 
thong, — to your manor of Pickthatch, go, Vou' ll not 
bear a letter for me, you rogue you ſtand upon your 
honour !- Why, thou Te baſeneſs, it is as ne 
as I can do, to keep the terms of my honour preciſe, I, 


J, I myſelf ſometimes leaving the fear of heaven on the 
fain to ſhuffle, to hedge, and lurch; and yet you, rogue, 
will enſconce your rags, your cat-a- mountain looks, your 
red- lattice phraſes, and your bold beating oaths, under 
the ſhelter of your honour ! You will not do it, you? 

Piſt. I do relent: What would'{ thou more of man? 


1 Enter Ronin. 
Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeak with you. 
Fel. Let her approach. © © © 
OO Enter Miſtreſt QuickLy. 

Duick, Give your worſhip good-morrow. , 
Fal. Good morrow, good wife. _ 

. Not fo, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Fel.-Good'maid5 then 


Quick, I'll be ſworn ; as my mother was, che firſt hour - 


I was born. 3 * . 
Fal. I do believe the ſwearer: What with me? 
Quick. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word or two? 
Ful. Two thouſand, fair woman; and I'll vouchfaſe 
Quick. There is one miſtreſs Ford, fir ;—T pray come 


2 little nearer this ways: —I myſelf dwell with maſter 


doctor Caius, 
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Fal. Well, on: Miſtreſs Ford, you fay, — _ 
Quick. Your worſhip ſays very true: I pray your 
worſhip come a little nearer this ways. 


Fal. T warrant thee nobody hears ;—mine own people, 
mine own people. | 


Quict. Are they ſo? Heaven bleſs them, and make them 
his ſervants! _ | 


Fal. Well: miſtreſs Ford; what of her ? 


Quict. Why, fir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, lord! 


your worſhip's a wanton : Well, heaven forgive you, and 
all of us, I pray | 5 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford; — come, miſtreſs Ford, — 
Quiat. Marry, this is the ſhort and the long of it; you 
have brought her into ſuch a canaries, as *tis wonderful. 
The beſt courtier of them all, when the court lay at 
Windſor, could never have brought her to ſuch a canary. 
Yet there has been knights, and lords, and gentlemen, 
with their coaches ; I warrant you, coach after coach, 
letter after letter, giſt after gift; ſmelling fo ſweetly (all 


3 


muſk), and fo ruſtling, I warrant you, in ſilk and gold; 


and in ſuch alligant terms, and in fuch wine and ſugar of 


the beſt, and the faireit, that would have won an y woman's 


heart; and I warrant you, they: could never get an eye- 


wink of her.—I had myſelf twenty angels given me this 
morning: but I defy all angels (in any ſuch fort as they 
ſay, but in the way of honeſty :—and, I warrant you, 
they could never get her ſo muchas ſip on a cup with the 
proudeſt of them all: and yet there has been earls, nay, 


which is more, penſioners; but, I warrant you, all is one 


Fal. But hat ſays ſhe to me? be brief, my 200d ſhe 


Mercury. 


Auel. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your letter; for the 
which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times : and ſhe gives you 


[ 115 y 
to notify, that her huſband will be abſence from his houſe 


between ten and eleven. 
„ Fa, Len ang cleveny; .. .. 


Quick. Ay, forſooth; and then you may come and ſee | 


the picture, the ſays, that you wot of; —maſter Ford, her 
| buſbang, will be from home, Alas! the ſweet woman 
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leads an ill life with him; he's a very jealouſy man; the 
leads a very frampold life with him, — R 

Hal. Ten and eleyen: Woman commend me to her; ; 
1 will not fail her. 


Quick. Why, you ſay well: But I have wnother mef- 


ſenger to your worſhip; Miſtreſs Page has her hearty 
commendations to you too ;—and let me tell you in your 


ear; ſhe's a fartuous a civil modeſt wife, and one (I tel] 


you) that will not miſs you morning norevening p aye 


as any is in Windſor, whoe'er be the other: and ſhe 


me tell your worſhip, that her huſband is ſeldom from 
home; but ſhe hopes, there will come a time. I never 


knew a woman ſo dote upon a man; ſurely, I think you 
have charms, la! yes in truth. 


Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſorting the xttraRion' of m may 


good parts de, have no other charms. | 
Quick. Bleſſing N our heart fort! % Ae - 
t 


Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this: has Ford's wits 


and Page's wife, Erie each other how | they | ove. 


me ? 


Duick, That were a jeſt indeed [they have' not fo 


little grace, I hope: that were a trick indeed! But 


miſtreſs Page would deſire you to ſend her your little page, 


of all loves; her huſband has a marvellous infection to 


the little page: and truly, maſter Page is an honeſt man, 
Never a wife in Windſor leads a better life than ſhe does; 
do what ſhe will, ſay what ſhe will, take all, pay all, go 
to bed when ſhe lit, riſe when ſhe liſt, all is it e will; 


and, truly, ſhe deſerves it; for if there be a kind woman : 
70 ee ſhe is one. Vou muſt ſend her your Page 3 Y 


* D 30 


| 11 iy, "x ilk PET END 
Quicl. Nay, but do ſo then: and; look you, 25 may 
come and go between you both; and, in any caſe, have 


a nay- word, that you may know one another's mind, and 
the boy never need to underſtand any thing; for tis not 


good that children ſhould know ay wickedneſs : old 


folks, you know, have diſcretion, as they fay, and' Bio 
the world, 


Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them both; . 
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there's my purſe; I am yet thy debtor. —Boy, go along 
with this woman, this news diſtracts me! D 


| [Exeunt QUICKLY and Ronin. 
P, TA This pink i is one of Cupid's carriers :-— 
Clap on more ſails; purſue ; up with your fights; 
Give fire; ſhe is my prize, or ocean whelm them all! 
[Exit PISTOL. 
Foul. Sayſt thou ſo, old Jack? go thy ways; I'll make 
more of thy old body than I have done. Will they yet 
look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the expence of ſo much 
money, be now a gainer? Good body, I thank thee: Let 
them ſay *tis groſsly done, fo it be fairly done, no matter. 


Enter Bazvoien. 


Bard. Sir John, there's one maſter Brook below would 
fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with you; and 
hath ſent your worſhip a eb 8 l of ſack. 

Fal. Brook, is his name? 

Bard. Ay, ſir. 

Fal. Call him in; ¶ Exit 8 ] Such Brooks 
are welcome to me, that overflow ſuch liquor. Ah! ha! 


miſtreſs Ford and miſtreſs Page, have I encompaſicd you? 
| 80 toʒ via 1 


enter BaxpoLrny with For did 
Ly Bleſs you, fir. 
Fal. And you, fir: Would you Re with me? 
Ford. I make bold to preſs with ſo little preparation 
upon you. 
Fal. You're welcome: What's your will? Give us 
leave, drawer. Exit. BAR DOT PH: 


Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have pert much; 
my name is Brook. 


25 — Good maſter Brook, I deſire mo1e acquaintance 

| Ou. 

| Ford. Good fir John, 1 lus for yours: Not to charge 
ou; for I muſt let you underſtand, I think myſelf in 
tter plight for a lender than you are: the which hath 

ſomeching embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd intruſion; 

for they ſay, if money go before, all ways do lie open. 
Lal. Money i is a good ſoldier, ſir, and will on. 
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Ford. Troth, and 1 have a bag of money here troubles 
me: if you will help me to bear it, fir John, take all, or 
half, for eafing me of the carriage. 

Pal. Sir, I know not how I may deſerve tobe your Narter, 

Ferd. will tell you, ſir, if you will give me the hear- 


ing. 


Fa. Speak, good maſter Brook; I ſhall be glad to be 


your ſervant, 
Ford, Sir, I hear you are a ſcholer.— «il be brief 
with you; — and you have been a man long known to me, 


though I had never ſo good means, as deſire, to make my- 
ſelf acquainted with you. I fhall diſcover a thing to you, 


wherein I muſt very much lay open mine own imperfec- 


tion: but, good ſir John, as you have one eye upon my 


ſollies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another into the 
regiſter of your own, that I'may paſs with a reproof the 


eaſier, ſith you yourſelf know how eaſy it is to be fuch 
an offender. | 
Fal. Very well, fir; proceed. 


"4 


Ford. There is a N in this town, her huſ- 


band's name' is Ford, 
Fal. Well, fir. 


ard: 1 have long lov'd her, and, I Peg to you, be. 
ſtowe'd much on her; follow' d her with rs obſer- 


vance ; engroſs'd opportunities to meet her; fee d every 
ſlight occaſion, that could but niggardly give me ſight of 


her; not only bought many preſents to give her, but have 


given largely to many, to know. what ſhe would have 


given: briefly, I have purſued her, as love hath purſued 


me; which hath been on the wing of all occaſions. But 
whatſoever I have-merited, either in my mind, or in my 
means, meed, I am ſure I have received none; unieſs ex- 
perience be a jewel; that I have purchas'd at an infinite 
rate; and that hath taught me to ſay this: 


Love like a ſhadow flies, when ſubſtance love purſues, * 
Purſuing that that flies, aud flying what purſues. 


«9 


hands? | 
Ford. Never. 
Fal. Have 255 import hey to ſuch a purpoſe? 0 


Fal. Have you receiy'd no promiſe of ſatisfaQtion at her | 
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Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then? 

Ford. Like a fair houſe, built upon another man's 1 

ground; ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſtaking the _ 
place where I erected it. | 

Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you all. 
Some ſay, that, tho' ſhe appear honeſt to me, yet, in other 
places, ſhe enlargeth her mirth ſo far, that there is ſhrewd 
conſtruction made of her. Now, ſir John, here is the 
heart of my purpoſe: You are a gentleman of excellent 
breeding, admirable diſcourſe, of great admittance, au- 
thentic in your place and perſon, generally allow'd for 
your many war-like, court- like, and learned Preparations. 
Fal. O ſir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it Tbs is money; 
ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more; ſpend all I have; only 
give me ſo much df your time in exchange of it, as to lay 

an amiable ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's wife: uſe 
your art of wooing, win her to conſent to you; if any 
man may, you may as ſoon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your 
affection, I ſhould win Sha you would enjoy ? methinks 
you preſcribe to yourſelf very prepoſterouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift! ſhe dwells- fo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my ſoul 
dares not preſent itſelf; the is too bright to be look'd 
againſt. Now could [ come-to her with any detection in 
my hand, my deſires had inſtance and argument to com- 
mend themſelves; I could drive her then from the ward 
of her purity, her reputation, her marriage vow, and a 

_ thouſand other her defences, which now are too, too 
ſtrongly embattled againſt me: What ſay you to't, fir 
ohn? 
: Fal. Maſter Brook, I will firſt make bold with your 
money; next, give me your hand; and laſt, as I am a 
gentleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy BY ord's wife. | 

Ford. O good fir! 

Zal. Maſter Brook, I ſay you ſhall. 

Ford. Want no money, fir John, you ſhall want none. 
1 Wang no miltrei Ford, maſter Brook, you ſhall 
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 —yet I wrong him to call him poor; they ſay, the jeal- 


his wife ſeems to me well-favour'd. I will uſe her as 
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avoid him if you ſaw him. 


ſtare him out of his wits ; I will awe him with my cudgel; 
it ſhall hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold's horns : maſ- 


heart is ready to crack with impatience. —W ho ſays, this 


my cheeſe, an Iriſhman with my aqua-vite bottle, or a 
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want none. I ſhall be with her (1 may tell you) by her 
own appointment; even as you came in to me, her af- 
ſiſtant, or go between, parted from me: I ſay, I ſhall be 
with her between ten and eleven; for at that time the 
jealous raſcally knave, her huſband, will be forth. Come 
you to me at night; you ſhall know how I ſpeed. | 
Ford. ] am bleſt in your acquaintance, Do you know 
Ford, fir? 5 | 3 
Fal. Hang him, poor cuckold knave] I know him not: 
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ous wittolly knave hath maſſes of money; for the which 
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the hey of the cuckoldly rogue's coffer; and there's my 
harveſt-home. e 3 
Ford. 1 would you knew Ford, fir; that you might 
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Fal. Hang him, mechanical ſalt-butter rogue! 1 will 


ter Brook, thou ſhalt know I will predominate over the 

eaſant, and thou ſhalt lie with his wife. Come to me 
ons at night :—Ford's a knave, and I will aggravate his 
ſtyle; thou, maſter Brook, ſhalt know him for knave 
and cuckold :—come to me ſoon at night.  [Extt. 
Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this !—My 


is improvident jealouſy ; my wife hath ſent to him, the 
hour is fix'd, the match is made: Would any man have 
thought this ?—See the hell of having a falſe woman ! my 
bed ſhall be abus'd, my cofters ranſack'd, my reputation 
gnawn at; and I ſhall not only receive this villainous 
wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of abominable terms, 
and by him that does me this wrong. Terms! names! 
—Amaimon ſounds well; Lucifer, well; Barbaſon, 
well; yet they are devils' additions, the names of fiends: 
but cuckold | wittol ! cuckold ! the devil himſelf hath not 
ſuch a name. Page is an als, a ſecure aſs; he will truſt 
his wife, he will not be jealous : I will rather truſt a Fle- 
ming with my butter, parſon Hugh the Welchman with 


chief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with 


"1 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, Ji 
herſelf: then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe de- 
viſes; and what they think in their hearts they may effect, 
they will break their hearts but they will effect. Heaven | 
be prais'd for my jealouſy |—Eleven o'clock the hour ;— 
I will prevent this, detect my wife, be aveng'd on Falſtaff, 
and laugh at Page: I will about it; — better three hours 


to ſoon, than a minute too late. Fie, he, fie ! cuckold ! 
cuckold ! cuckold! „ OY Exit. 
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SCENE III. Winder Park. 
4 1 Enter CAI us and RUGBY, 
Caius. Jack Rugby | 

Rugby. Sir. | 

' Carus. Vat is de clock, Jack? ; 
Rug. *Tis paſt the hour, fir, that ſir Hugh promis'd 
JV oa pol SRI TN 
+ Caius, By gar, he has fave his foul dat he is no come; 
he has pray his Pible vell, dat he is no come: by gar, 
Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 5 
Rug. He is wiſe, ſir; he knew your worſhip would 
kill him if he came. „ 


"Cams, By gar, de herring is no dead, fo as I vill kill 
him, Take your rapier, Jack; I vill tell you how I vill 
1 e 5 
Rag. Alas, ſir, I cannot fence. 
. Caius. Villain-a, take your rapier. | 
Rug. Forbear ; here's company. 


Enter Hoſt, SHALLOW, SLENDER, and PAGE. 

Het. Bless thee, bully doctor. 

Hhal. Save you, maſter doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good maſter doctor! 

Sen. Give your good-morrow, fir. 
_ Cains, Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for? 
Hoi. Lo ſee you fight, to ſee thee foin, to ſee thee 
traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there; to ſee thee 
pals thy punto, thy ſtock, thy reverle, thy diſtance, thy 
montant, Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my 
Franciſco? ba, bully ! What ſays my ZEſculapius ? my 
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Galen? my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, bully Stale? 


is he dead? 125 
Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack prieff of the vorld; 
he is not ſhew his face. 


Hojt, Thou art a Caſtalian king, Urinal! Hector of 


Greece, my boy! 
1 ou bear vitneſs that me have ſtay fix or 


Caius. 
ſeven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 
Shal. He is the wiſer man, maſter doctor: he is a curer 


of ſouls, and you a curer of bodies; if you ſhould fight, 


you go againſt the hair of your profefſions: is it not true, 
maſter page? 

Page. Maſter Shallow, you have 2 25 been a great 
ue though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, maſter Page, though I nowbe old, and 
of the peace, if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to make 


one: though we are juſtices, and doctors, and churchmen, 
maſter Page, we have ſome falt of our youth in 155 we 


are-the ſons of women, maſter Page. 
Page. Tis true, maſter Shallow. 


Spal. It will be found ſo, maſter Page. Maſter doctor 


Caius, I am come to fetch you bome, I am ſworn of 


the peace: you have ſhewn yourſelf a wiſe phyſician, 
and fir Hugh hath ſhe wn himſelf a wiſe and patient ehurch- 
man: Jos muſt go with me, maſter doctor. 

Floſt. Pardon, gueſt 1 —4A word, monſieur mock- 


water. 


Caius. Mock-vater! vat is dat? 

_ Hoſt. Mock-water, 1 IN Our Engliſh tongue, is valour, 
bully. _ 
Caius. By gar, then I ws 2 much mock-vater as de 
Engliſhman ;—Scury-Jack-dog-prieſt ! by gar, me vill 


Cut his ears. 


Hot. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 
Caius, Clapper-de-claw! vat is dat? 
Hot. That is, he will make thee amends. . 


WF; >» 


Caius: By gar, me do look, he ſhall re dens | 


— 


me; for, by gar, me vill have it. 
Hojt.. And I will provoke him to 't, or let him wag. 
Caius. Me tank you for dat. 


Hd. And N ee firſt, maſter gue; 
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and maſter Page, and eke cavalero Slender, go you through 
the town to F rogmore, | LAlide to them. 
Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 
Hoſt. He is there: ſee what humour he is in; and I 
will bring the doctor about the fields; will it do well? 


Shal. We will do it. | 
Al. Adieu, good maſter doctor. ; 


[ Exeunt PAGE, SHALLOw, and SLENDER. 

Caius, By gar, me vill kill de prieſt ; for he ſpeak for 

.a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. : 

Hoſt. Let him die: but, firſt, ſheath thy impatience z 
throw told water on thy choler: go about the fields with 
me through Frogmore; I will bring thee where miſtreſs 
Anne Page is, at a farm-houſe a feaiting; and thou ſhalt 
woo her: Cry'd game, faid I well? ; 
Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat: by gar, I love 
ark and I ſhall procure-a you de good gueſt, de carl, de 

knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 
Het. For the which I will be thy adverſary toward 
Anne Page; ſaid I well? 

Caius. By gar, tis good; vell ſaid. 

Hoſt. Let us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. DZxeunt. 


— 


** „* * 


— 0 


— — 


er m | 
SCENE: I Frogmore. 
Enter EVANS and SIMPLE, 

Evans. 


F Pra you now, good maſter Slender's ſerving-man, 
and friend Simple by your name, which way have 
you looked for matter Caius, that calls himſelf Dactor of 


 Phyſick ? 


Simp. Marry, fir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward, 


every way; old Windſor way, and every way but the 


town way. 8 | 
Eva. I moſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo look 
Sim. I will, ſir, WE 
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Eva. Pleſs my foul! how full of cholars I am, and 
trempling of mind! I ſhall be glad if he have deceive me: 
how melancholies I am !—I will knog his urinals about 
his knave's coſtard, when I have good opportunities for 
the 'ork ; — pleſs my foul 6 
| By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Moelodious birds ſing madrigals ; 
There will we make our peds of roſes, 
And a thouſand vagrant poſies. 
By ſhalloy——— 


'Mercy on me! I have a great diſpoſitions | to ery. 


Mielodious birds ing madrigals x 
When as I ſat in Babylon— 
And a thouſand vagrant poſies. 

By fhallows 


| Simp. Vonder he is coming this way, fi Hugh. 
Eva. He's welcome z- 


By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe fall— 


Heaven proſper the right. What weapons is he? 

Simp. No weapons, ſir: There comes my maſter, 
maſter Shallow, and another OUS from nne, 
over the ſtile, this Way. 

Eva. Pray you, Ne me my gown 3 or elſe keep it in 
your arms. 


Enter PAGE, SHALLOW, and SLENDER, 


hal. How now, maſter parſon? Good-morrow, good 
fir Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, and a good 
ſtudent from his book, and it is wonderful, 

$len, Ah ſweet Anne Page! 

Page. Save you, good {ir Hugh! _ 

Eva. Pleſs you from his mercy ſake, all of . 0 

Shal..W hat ! the ſword and the Word do you ar 
them both, maſter parſon? 
Page. And yomhiud, 161), in your. doublet. and hoſe, © chis, 
raw rheumatic day! | err 

Eva. There is reaſons ind cauſes for i "FE 095 + hs 

Page, We are come to you to do a __ office, maſter ' 
parſon, it P $48 


- 
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Bos. F ery well: What is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who, be. 

ke, having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt 

_ with his own gravity 7 and patience, that ever you 
W. 85 

$hal. I have liy'd fourſcore years, and We I never 
heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, ſo wide 
of his own reſpect. hs 

Eva. What is he? | ; 

Page. I think you know him; maſter doctor Calis, the 
renowned French phyſician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion on my heart! I had a a8 
lie you would tell me of a mels of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, —and he is a knave beſides; a cowardly knave, as 
you would deſires to be acquainted Withal. 

F Page. I warrant you, he's the man ſhould fight with 

im. | 


Slen. O, ſweet Anne Page 


Enter Hot, C Alus and Ruov. 


Shal. It appears ſo by his weapons: Keep them aſun- 
der: here comes doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good maſter parſon, keep in your weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good maſter do tor. 

Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion; let them 

keep their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh. 
Caius. I pray you, let-a me ſpeak a vord vit your ear 
Verefore vill you not meet a me? 

Eda. Pray you, uſe your patience: In good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, + Joba 

ape. 

Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-ſtogs to > coker 
men's humours ; I deſire you in friendſhip, and will one 
way or other make you amends :—[ will knog your uri- 
nals about your knave's cogs-combs,! for miſſing your 
meetings and appointments. 

Cains. Diable Jack Wang in Hiſt de Fareterres 
have I not ſtay for him, to Kill him? | have I not at de 
place I did appoint ? | - 

Eva. As « am a Chriſtians foal, now, look you, this 
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= 019-0 FE Miſtreſs PAGE and RoBiN. 


is the place appointed; I'll be judgment by mine hoſt of 
the Garter. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Welch, 
ſoul-curer and body-curer, 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good | excellent! 
Hoſt. Peace, I fay ; hear mine hoſt of the Garter. Am 
I politic ? am I ſubtle? am I Machiavel? Shall I loſe my 
doctor? no; he gives me the potions and the motions. 
Shall I loſe my parſon? my prieſt? my ſir Hugh? no; 
he gives me the pro-verbs and the no-verbs. Give me 
thy hand, terreſtrial ; ſo :—Give me thy hand, celeſtial ; | 
ſo.— Boys of art, 1 have deceiv'd you both; I have direct 
ed you to wrong places: your hearts are mighty, your 
ſkins are whole, and let burnt ſack be the iſſue. Come, 
lay their ſwords to pawn: Follow me, lad of peace fol- 
low, follow, follow. 

Shal. Truſt me, mad hoſt.—Follow, gentlemen, fol- 
low. 

Sien. O, ſweet Ame Page! 

1 baer HAL. SLEN. PAGE, and He fe 

Caius, Ha! do perceive dat? have you make-a de ſot 

of us? ha, ha! 
Eva. This is well; he has made us his vlouting-ſtog. 
—1 deſire you, that we may be friends; and let us knog 
our prains together, to be revenge on this ſame ſcald, 
ſcurvy, cogging companion, the hoſt of the Garter. 

Caius. By gar, vit all my heart; he promiſe tobring me 
vere is Anne Page: by gar, he deceive me too. 

' Eva. Well, F will {mite his noddles ; 
follow. 


—Pray you 


8 1 EY * — — 1 * 
—— _ — — 3 
J . : - 


SCENE IL The Street in Windjr. 


Mr. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant; ou 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a lea er : 
Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your 
maſter's heels? "ER 

Rob. J had rather, forſooth, go. before you. like a map, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 
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Mrs. Page. O, you are a flattering boy; now, I ſee, 
you'll be a courtier. ST EET 


1 Enter FoRD. | 
Ford. Well met, miſtreſs Page : Whither go you ? 
Mrs. Page. Truly, fir, to fee your wife: Is ſhe at 
home? | | fe 2 
Ford. Ay: and as idle as ſne may hang together, for 
Want of company: I think, if your huſbands were dead, 
you two would marry, ks | 
Mes. Page. Be ſure of that. two other huſbands. 
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather- cock? 
Mrs. Page. J cannot tell what the dickens his name is 
my huſband had him of: What do you call your knight's 
name firrah ? 8 . 
. . Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 
Ford. Sir John Falſtaff! | 
Ars. Page. He, he; I can never hit on his name. 
There is ſuch a league between my good man and he — 
Is your wife at home indeed ? 1 | 
Ford. Indeed, ſheiss 5 
Mrs. Page. By your leave, fir:—I am fick *till I fee 
» 3 oO I Exeunt rs. PAGE and RoBIN. 
Ford. Has Page any brains? hath ,he any eyes? hath | 
he any thinking? ſure they ſleep; he hath no uſe of them. C 
Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty miles, as eaſy as 
A cannon will ſhoot point blank twelve ſcore. He pieces 


- 


Was 3 
om 


1 out his wife's inclination; he gives her folly motion and 


4 advantage ; and now ſhe's going to my wiſe, and Fal- | 
I ſtaff's boy with her. A man may hear this ſhower ſing in | 
I the wind I- and Falſtaff's boy with her! Good plots! b 
; they are laid; and our revolted wives ſhare damnation - i 
= together. Well; I will take him, then torture my wife, | g 
55 pluck the borrowed veil of modeſty from the ſo ſeeming 


miſtreſs Page, divulge Page himſelf for a ſecure and wil- 
ful Actæon; and to theſe violent proceedings all my 
neighbours ſhall cry aim. The clock gives me my cue, 
and my aſſurance bids me ſearch; there I ſhall find Fal- 
ſtaff: I ſhall be rather prais'd for this, than mock'd; for 
it is as poſitive as the earth is firm, that Falſtaff is there: 
© neee; 
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Enter Pack, Slate, Stunt Hoft, Evans, and 


CALIUS.. 


Shall, Page, &c, Well met, maſter Ford. 

Ford. IT ruſt me a good knot; I have a good cheer at 
home; and I pray you, all go with me. . 

Shal, I mult excuſe myſelf, maſter Ford. 

Sen. And ſo mult I, fir; we have appointed ta dine 


with miſtreſs Anne, and I would not break with her for 


more money than I'll ſpeak of. 
 $hal. We have linger'd about a match between Anne 
Page and my couſin Slender, and, this day we ſhall * 
our anſwer. 

Sen. T hope I have your a am father Page. 
Page. You have, maſter Slender; I ſtand wholly for 
you; 8 my wife, maſter doctor, is for you altogether. 

Caius. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a me; my 
nurſh-a Quickly teli me ſo muſh, 

Hoſt. What fay you to young maſter Fenton? he ca- 
pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verſes, 
he ſpe aks holy-day, he ſmells April and May; he will 
carry*t, he will carry't; 'tis inhis buttons; he will carry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you. The gen- 
tleman is of no having: he kept company with the wild 
prince and Poins; he is of too high a region, he knows 
too much. No, he ſhall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my ſubſtance : -if he take her, let him 
take her ſimply ; the wealth I have, waits on my con- 
ſent, and my conſent goes not that way. 

Ford. | beſeech, you, heartily, ſome of you go home 
with me to dinner: beſides your cheer, you ſhall have 
ſport ; I will ſhew you a monſter. —Mafter doctor, you 
{hall go-;—ſo ſhall you, maſter Page ;—and you ſir Hugh, 
Sbal. Well, fare you well: - we ſhall have the Yor 
wooing at "maſter Page's. 

| Caius. Go home, John Rugby; ; I come anon, : 

Ho. Farewell; my hearts: I will to my honeſt 
knight Falftaft, wad drink canary with him, 

bard. | Ads.) I think l ſhall drink in pipe-wine firſt 
with him; I'll make bim dance. Will you go, Bae A 
All, Have with you, to ſee this monſter, 


r WROTE CANT: pr IR. CO Be ns IEC of. 7 8 . Fe : Is. ö 8 
8 81 2 Ag A e Ms IPs 2 ern TG. N 9 8 => \ os 2 - WL "ek 4 nw 4 £ d ; G 
3 E 2 S 5 N n i CI . 780 8 r * 8 5 Ke Wh 1s BALE ö 7 
2 We 33 2 4 3: 3 2 8 FF > 85 7 bh. W Ok =” Ty EM 2 ; ok DOS Os Tora EY 4 - e 8 0 7 F 2 „ Rr As Eo $i . wy - 
x PER abc IIS EY DN Pre ds : 2 8 ; 8 Xp q CY £ 4 K 3 1 - 7 j 2 . 1 E n Lo 


1 LOND & d 
3 7 
ae 


* 
RT 


FEET III nn IE 2, eas br re ar gr, 
. * 2 Ta 2 WIE: a 
PPP 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR? 39 


SCENE HI. Fons Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. F ORD, Mr, Pac, and Servants with a baſket. 


Mrs. Ford. What, John what, Robert ! 
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly; is the buck. baſket— 
S. Ford. 1 warrant : What, Robin, I 3 
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Ars. Ford. Here, ſet it down. 


I.. Page. Give your men the charge; we muſt be 
brief. 


Mrs. Ford. Marry, as 1 told you before, John . 
bert, be ready here hard by in the brew-houſe ; and when 
I ſuddenly call on you, come forth, and (without any 
pauſe or ſtaggering) take this baſket on your ſhoulders; 


that done, trudge with it in all haſte, and carry it among 


the whititers in Datchet mead, and there empty it in the 
muddy ditch, cloſe by the T bames lide. 
Mrs. Page, You will do it? 
Mrs. / Ford. I have told them over and over; they lack 
no direction: Be * and come when you are call'd. 
[ Exeunt Servants. 
Mrs, Page. Here comes little Robin. e 


Enter RoBIN. 


Bs. Ford. How now, my eyas-muſket? what news 
wich you? 

Roh. My maſter, fir John, is come in at your back- 
door, miſtreſs Ford; and requeits your.company. 


Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 


to us? 
Rob. Ay, I'll be ſworn : My maſter knows not of 


your being here ; and hath threatened to put me into 
everlaſting liberty if I tell you of it; for, he ſwears, 
he'll turn me away. 


Mrs. Page. Thowrt a good boy; this ſecrecy of thine 


ſhall be a tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee a new doub- 


let and hoie.— I'll go hide me. 
Mrs. Ford. Do ſo:— Go tell thy maſter 1 am alone. 


Miſtreſs Page, remember you yqur cue. [Exit RoBin, ; 
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Mrs. Page. I warrant thee if I do not act it, hiſs me. 
[Exit Mrs. PA k. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to them; — we'll uſe this unwholeſome 
humidity, this groſs watry pumpion en! teach him 


to know turtles from „ e e 


Enter Fals Arr. 
Fal Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel / Why, now 


let me die, for I have liv'd long CE: * is Th, pe- 


riod of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! 

Mrs. Ford. O ſweet fir John! 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog, 1 cannot prate, mil. 
treſs Ford. Now ſhall I fin in my wiſh: I would thy 
huſband were dead; I'll fpeak it before the beſt lord, 1 
would make thee my lady. 


Mrs. Ford. 1 your lady, fir John! "ah þ ſhould be a 


pitiful lady. 


Fal. Let the court of France ſhew me ſuch another ; . 
I ſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond: Thou 


haſt the right arched bent of the brow, that becomes the 


ſhip- tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian admit- 
tance. 


Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, ſir John; my brows be- 
come nothing elſe, nor that, well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to fay fo : thou would'ft make 
an abſolute courtier; and the firm fixture of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gait, in a ſemi-cir- 
cled farthingale. T ſee what thou wert, if fortune thy 


foe were not; nature is thy friend, Come, thou caſe not, | 


hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, thens is no ſuch thing i in me. 
Fal. What made me love thee? let that perſuade thee, 

there's ſomething.extraordinary in thee. Come, I cannot 


cog, and fay, thou art this and that, like a many of theſe 


liſping hawthorn buds, that come like women in men's 
apparel, and ſmell like Buckler's-bury in ſimple- time; 


I cannot: but | loye thee; none but thee ; and thou de- 


ſerveſt it. 


Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, & LS fear you love 


miſtreſs Page. 


Tal. Thou might lt; as well ſay, I love to walk by the 
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4x 
Counter. gate; which is as hateful to me as the reek of 
2 lime-kiln. 


Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you; and 
you ſhall one day find it. 


Fal. Keep in that mind; IIII deſerve it. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, I mult tell you, ſo you do; or elſe I 
could not be in that mind. 


Rob. [ Mitbin.] Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs F ord! here's 


miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 
Fal. She ſhall not fee me; I will enſconce me behind 
the arts. 
Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do ſo; ſhe's a very tattling wo- 
man [FALSTAFF hides him{elf. 


Enter Miſtreſs PAGE. 
What's the matter ? how now? 
Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford, what have you ne! 


you Te' ſham'd, you are overthrown, you are undone for 
ever. 


Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miſtreſs Page? 
Are. Page. O well-a-day, miſtreſs Ford ! having an 


honeſt man to your huſband, to give him ſuch cauſe of 
ſulpicion | 


Mrs. Ford. What cauſe of ſuſpicion ? 


Mrs. Page. W hat cauſe of ſuſpicion ?—Out upon you! 


how am I miſtook in you ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what's the matter? 

Ars. Page. Your, huſband's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a gentle- 
man, that, he ſays, is here now in the houſe, by your 
conſent, to take an ill advantage of his abſence : You 
| Ling undone. 

h Mrs. Ford. Speak louder. —f Aſide. *Tis not ſo, 1 
o pe. 

Mrs. Poge. Pray heaven it be not fo, that you have 

ſuch a man here: but *tis moſt certain your huſband's 


coming with half Windſor at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch 


a one. I come before to tell you: If you know your- 
ſelf clear, why J am glad of it: but if you have a friend 
here, cony<y, conyey him out. Be not amaz d; call 


. 
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all your ſenſes to you defend your reputation, or bid 
farewell to your good life for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What ſhall J do:— There is a gentleman, 
my dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame, fo 
much as his. peril: J had rather than a thouſand pound he 
were out of the houſe. 

Ars. Page. For ſhame, never gend you had rather, and 
von had rather ; your huſband's here at hand, bethink you 
of ſome conveyance: in the houſe you cannot hide him, 
— Oh, how have you deceived me I Look, here is 

: a baſket ; ; if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creep 

0 in here; and throw foul linen upon him, as if it were 

| going to bucking : Or, it is whiting-time, ſend him by 
your two men to Datchet mead. 

Ars. Ford He's too big to go in there: What ſhall 
do? 


Re-enter FALSTAFF. | 


Fal. Let me ſect, let me {ee't! O let me ſee't tl In 
in, PI1 in;—follow your friend's counſel I'll in. 
| Ars. Page. What! fir; John Falſtaff! . theſe your 
* letters, knight? 
| Fal. 1 love thee, —help me away: kr 1 me creep in 
ere; Pl never : 
| | He goes into the. Baſket, they cover him with fonl linen. 
| Ars. Page. Help to cover your matter, boy: Call your 
© men, miſtreſs Ford :—You diflembling knight! © 
| 


\ 


2 Mrs. Ferd. What, John, Robert, john! Go take up 
theſe clothes here, quickly: where's the cowl ſtaff? look, 

| how you drumble; carry them to ene in Datcher | 
|| mead; quickly, come. 


Enter Ford, Pack, Calus, and Sir Hudh Evans.: 
Ford. Pray you, come near: if I ſuſpect without cauſe 
why then make ſport at me, then let me be your jeſt, 1 
deſerve it, How now? whither bear you this? 
Serv. To the laundreſs, forſooth. 
Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whithor they 
bear it? you were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing, 
Ford. Buck i I would I could waſh myſelf of the buck ! 
Buck, buck, buck, ! Ay, buck I warrant you, buck ! 
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and of the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear, ¶ Exeunt Servants 
avith the Baſket.] Gentlemen, I have dream'd to-night ; 
III tell you my dream. Here, here, here be my keys: 
aſcend my chambers, ſeach, ſeek, find out: I'll warrant 
we'll unkennel the fox :—Let me ſtop this way firſt ;— 
80, NOW uncape. 


Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented : you wrong 
yourſelf too much, 

Ford, True, maſter Page :—Up, gentlemen ; you ſhall 
ſee ſport anon: follow me, gentlemen. [ Exit, 
Eva. This is tery fantaſtical humours and jealouſies. 
Caius. By gar, tis no de faſhion of France: it is not 

. Jealous in France. 


Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen ſee the jſſce of 
his ſearch. [ Exeunt, 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency 1n this? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, that 
my huſband is deceiv'd, or fir John. 


«. Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your huſ- 
band aſked who was in the baſket ! 

Mrs. Ford, J am half afraid he will have need of waſh- 
ing; fo throwing him into the Water will do him a be- 
neht. | 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt raſcal | I would all 
of che ſame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my huſband had ſome ſpecial ſuſ- 
picion of Falſtaff's being here; for I never ſaw bim ſo 
yet groſs in his jealouſy, till now. 

Mrs. Page. 1 will lay a plot to try that: and we will 
will have more tricks with F alſtaff: his diſlolute diſeaſe 

ſearce obey this medicine. 
Ars. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, miſtreſs 
Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing into the water; 
and give him another hope, to betray him to Another pu- 
nithment. | 

Ars. Hage We'll do it; let him be ſent for to- mor- 
row by el; Sht o'clock co have amends. 


Re-enter FORD, Pace, and the reſt at a diſtance. 


© IP, 1 cannot find him: may be the knave bragg'd of 
| tha. he could not compals. 
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Mrs. Page. Heard you that? 

Ars Ford. I, I; peace . uſe me well, maſ- 
ter Ford, do y b 8 

Ferd. N 1 do ſo. 

Ars. Ford. Heaven make you better than your thoughts! 

Ford. &men. 


5 Mrs. Page. You do yourſelf mighty Wrong, maſter 
ord.” --- 
Ford. Ay, ay; I muſt bear it. 
Eva. If there be any poddy in the houſe, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the preſſes, heaven 
forgive my tins at the day of judgment ! 


a * — 
— : 
—— — — eee D — 
" « 
* * * 


Eva. In your teeth: — for ſhame. 
Ford. Pray you go, maſter Page. 


Eva. I pray now, remembrance to-morrow on the 
louſy knave, mine hoſt. 12 


Cairns, Dat is good; by gar vit all my hen 4 Fg 
Eva. A louſy knave: ; to have his gibes and his mocke-, 


ries. [ Exeunt, 


| Caius. By, gar, nor I too; dere is no bodies. 2 
| | Page. Fie, fie, maſter Ford! are you not aſham'd ? 
| what tpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination: ? I would : 
| net have your diſtemper in this kind, for the wealth of $A 
| _-  Wimdfor-Caftle. Y 
| Ford. "Tis my fault, maſter Page: I ſuffer for it. 1 
Bp Eva. You ſuffer for a pad conſcience ; your wife is as 
= honeſt a *omans, as I will defires among hve thouſand, 2 
ll and hve hundred too. 3 
| Caius. By gar, I fee *tis an honeſt woman. 3 
1 Ford. Well ;—1 promis'd you a dinner; - Come, 
| come, walk in the park; 1 pray you pardon me; I will 6 
il  Hereafter make known ta you why I have done this. 'Y 
| Come, wife; come, miſtreſs Page; 1 pray you 155 A 
1 me; pray heartily pardon. me. 3 
|| Page. Let's go in, gentleman ; but, truſt me, we'll! 
Ma ' mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 2 
houſe to breakfaſt; after, we'll a birding together 3 I ye 4 
| a fine hawk for the buſh : thall it be ſo ? 5 
| Ford. Any thing. 4 
| ua. If there is one, I ſhall make two in thee! company. . 
| Caius. If there be one or two, I ſhall make a de turd, : 
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"SCE NE IV. Pace's Hoe. 
Enter FENTON, and Miſtreſs ANNE PAGE. 


Fent. I ſee I cannot get thy father's love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, fweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas | how then? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thyſelf. 
He doth object I am too great of birth; 
And that, my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
I ſeek to heal it only by his wealth: 


Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me. 


My riots paſt, my wild focietics ; 
And tells me, *tis a thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, but as a property. 
Anne. May be he tells you true. 
Fent. No, heaven ſo ſpeed me in my time to come! 
Albeit, I will confeſs, thy father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 


Than ſtamps in gold, or ſums in ſealed bags; 


And *tis the very riches of thyſelf 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle maſter Fenton, 
Yet ſeek my father's love ; ſtill ſeek it, fir : 


If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit 


Cannot attain it, why then Hark you üben 
[FEN TON. and Miſtreſs ANNE go apart. 


Enter SHALLOW, SLENDER, and Mrs. QUICKLY 

Shal. Break their talk, miſtreſs Quickly ; z my kiniman 
ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. _ 

hes PHU make a ſhaft or bolt ont : 'ſlid 'tis but ven- 
turing. | = 

Shal. Be not difinay d. 

Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me: 1 care not for that 
—but that I am afeard © 


Quick. Hark ye, maſter Slender would ſpeak a word 
with you. 


Anne, I come to him, — This is my father” s choice. 
O, "what a world of FP en taults. 


/ 


} 
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Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year! [ Afiae. 

Duick. And how does good maſter Fenton? Pray you 
a word with you, 

Shal. She's coming; to her, COT. O boy thou bag 
a father 0 

Slen. T had a father, miſtreſs Anne; my uncle can tell 
you good jeſts of him :—Pray you, uncle, tell miſtreſs 
Anne the jeſt, how my father ſtole two geeſe out of a pep 
good uncle. 

Shal. Miſtreſs Anne, my confin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that 1 do; as well as I love ac baron iN 
Gloceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a etl 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long tail, under 3 
the degree of a *ſquire. _ 2 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 7 
| jointur e. | © IS 
Anne. Good maſter Shallow, let him woo for himſelf, 
Shai, Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for that 
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good comfort. She calls you, coz; III leave you. 3 
Anne, Now, maſter Slender. | 8 1 
Sen. Now, good miſtreſs Anne. - : 
Anne. What is your will? z 
Slen. My will? od's heartlings, ae 8 a metty Jeſt, 7 

indeed! I ne'er made my will yet, I thank heaven; lam ä 


not ſuch a ſickly creature, I give heaven praiſe. 
4. I mean, maſter e what would you with 
me: 

Sl. Truly, for mine own part, [ would little or no- 
thing with you: Your father and my uncle have made 
motions: if it be my luck, ſo; if not, happy man be his 
dole! They can tell you how things go, better than I 
can: You may alk your father; here he comes. , 


Enter PAGE and MM. ſtreſs PAG k. 1 

Page. 3 maſter Slender Love him, daughter , 
Anne.— = 

Why, how now ! what 3 maſter Fenton here? | 5 
You wrong me, fir, thus {till to haunt my houſe: _ 7 
I told you, ir, my daughter is diſpoſs d of. e 9 
Fent. Nay, maſter Page, be not impatient. 9 
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Mrs. Page. Good maſter Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good maſter Fenton. 
Come, maſter Shallow ;—come, ſon Slender; in: 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, maſter F e 
| Exeunt PAGE, SHALLOW, and SLENDER, 
Quicl. Speak to miſtreſs Page. 
Feat. Good miſtreſs Page, for that! love your daughter 


In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, 


Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes, and manners, 
I muſt advance the coloui; of my love, 
And not retire: Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon' fool. 
om_ e. I mean it not; I ſeek you a better huſ- 
band 5 | 
Duck, That's my e maſter doctor. | 
Aune. Alas! I had rather be ſet quick i' the earth, 
And bowl'd to death with turnips. 
Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourſelf Good maſter 
Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy: 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
And as I find her, ſo am I affected; 
Till then, farewell, fir :—She muſt needs go in. 


Her father will be angry. [Ex. Mrs. Pact and Ax xk. 


Fent. Farewel, gentle miſtreſs; farewel Nan. 


-Duick, This is my doing now ;—Nay, ſaid I, will you 
caſt away your child on a fool, and a phyſician? Look 


on maſter Fenton :—this is my doing. 
Fent, I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to-night 


| give my ſweet Nan this ring: There's for thy pains. 


, [ Exit. 


Quick. Now m ſend thee cd; fortune | A kind 


heart he hath: a woman would run through fire anc 


water for ſuch a kind heart. But yet I would my maſter 
had miſtreſs Anne ; or I would maſter Slender had her ; 


or, in ſooth, I would maſter Fenton had her: I will do 
what I can for them all three! for ſo I have promis'd, and 
Ill be as good as my word; but ſpeciouſſy for walter 
Fenton. Well, I muſt of another errand to Sir John Fal 


- 
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ſtaff for my two miſtreſſes : What a beaſt am I to ſlack 
it! 5 ; LEM. 


; i y 
8 nad ** * * — 


** 


SCE NE V. The Garter Inn. 
Enter FaLSTAFF and BARDOLPH. 


Fal. Bardolph, I ſay. — . 
Bard. Here, ſir. 
Fal. Go fetch me a quart of fack 3 put « tnt in 12 
[Exit BAR H.] Have I liv'd to be carried in a baſket, like 
a barrow of butcher's offal; and to be thrown into the 
Thames! Well; if I be ſerv'd ſuch another trick, I'! 
have my brains ta'en out, and butter'd, and give them to 
a dog for a new year's gift. The rogues ſlighted me in- 
to the river with as little remorſe as they would have 
drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i“ the litter: and 
you may know by my ſize, that I have a kind of alacrity 
in finking ; if the bottom were as deep as hell, I ſhould 
down. I had been drown'd, but that the ſhore was ſhelvy 
and ſhallow : a death that I abhor; for the water ſwells a 
man; and what a thing ſhould I have been, when I had 
been fwell'd! | I ſhould have been a mountain of mummy. 


- 


| Re-enter BARDOLPH, with the MI ne. 


Now, is the ſack brew'd? 

Bard. Ay, fir: there S a woman below would fpeak 
with you. 

Fal. Come, let me paur in n ſome fack to the Thames 
water; for my belly's as cold, as if I had ſwallow'd 
ſnow-balls for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 

Bard, Come in, woman. | 1 


Enter Miſtreſs QUickLY, 

Bui By your leave; I cry you mercy: Give your 
worſhip good morrow. - 

Fal. Take away theſe chalices: Go brew me a portle 
of ſack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, fir? va 

Fal. Simple of wtelf; 3 I'll no pullet ſperm. | in my | brew 
age, How now ? 


{ 
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. c. Marry, fir, I come to your worſhip from miſ- 
uch . 4 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford! I hve had ford enough : I was 
thrown into the ford ; I have my belly-full of ford, 

Duc. Alas the day! good heart, that was not her 
fault: ſhe does ſo take on with ber men; y they miſtook 
their erection. 

Fial. So did I mine, to build upon a fooliſh woman's 
| promiſe. 

Quic. Well, ſhe laments, ſir; for it, that it n yern 
| your heart to ſee it. Fler huſband goes this morning a 
birding; the deſires you once more to come to her be- 
tween eight and nine: I muſt cary her word quickly : 

ſhe'll make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her: Tell her ſo; and bid her g 

think what a man is: let her eonſider ne frailty, and then 
Ja e of my merit. 
Duic. I will tell . 

Ful. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, o cyl. thou? 5 

1 Eight and nine, ſir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I will not miſs her. 1 

Quict. Peace be with you, rf e. 

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of maſter Brook; he ſent 
me word to ſtay within : L like his money well. Oh, 
here he comes. 


Enter 10 


Fra Bleſs you, fir | 

Fal. Now maſter Brook ? you come to 1050 what 
hath paſs'd between me and Ford's wife? | 
Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my buſineſs, 

Fal. Maſter Brook, I will not lie to youʒ I was at her 
Houſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 

Ford. And you ſped, ſir? ; 

Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, maſter Bro. 

Ford. How, ſir Did ſhe change her determination 2 

Fal. No, maſter Brook: but the peaking cornuto her 
Huſband, maſter Brook, dwelling in a continual larum of 
jealouſy, comes me in the inſtant of our encounter, after 
we had embrac ch kind, proteſteg4! and, a8 ws were, 5 

-D 


— 
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the prologue of our comedy; and at his heels a rabble of 
his companions, thither provok'd and inſtig; ated by his 
ſemper, and, forſooth, to ſearch his houſe for r his wife“ 
„ 

Ford. What, while you were there? CO PEE 1 

Fal. White I was there. | . % 

Erd. 1 did he ſearch for you, and l not ting 
you? 4 
Ful. Ye ou u ſhall ! hear. As good luck would have it; 
comes in one miſtreſs Page ; 3 gives intelligence of F ord's 
approach; and, by her invention, and Ford's wife's diſ- 
traction, they convey'd me into a buck-baſket. . 

Ford. A buck-baſket! | 1 
Fal. Vea, a buck-baſket : N00 me in with. foul 
ſhirts and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings, and realy i naps 
kins; 3 that, maſter Brook, there was the zankeff pc 
of villainous ſmell that ever offended noſtril. 4 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 8 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Brook, watt fil 
fuffer'd to bring this woman to evil for you Being 
thus cramm'd in the baſket, a couple of 12 knaves, 
ais hinds, . were calFd forth by their miſtreſs, to carry 
me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane : they 
took me on their ſhoulders : met the jealous knave their 
"maſter in the door; who atk'd them = or twice What 
they had in their baſket: I quak'd for fear, Teſt the lu- 

natic knave would have fearch's 3 it; but fate, ordaining 

he ſhould be a cuckold, held his hand. Well; on went he 
for a ſearch, and away went I for foul clothes. But mark 
the ſequel, "maſter Brook: Lſuffer d the pangs of three 
ſeveral deaths: firſt, an intolerable fright, to be detected 
with a jealous rotten bel E Weather: next, to be compaſs d 
like a good bilbo in the circumference of a peck, hilt to 
point, heel to head: and then, to, be ſtopp'd'in, like a 
{trong diſtillation, with ſtinking clothes that fretted in 
their own greaſe-:. think of that, a man of my kidney 
think of that; that am as ſubject to heat as butter; a 
man of continual diſſolution and thaw; it was a miracle 
*ſcape ſuffocation. And. in the height of this bath, whet 
1 was more than half ſtew'd in greeſe, like a Dutch diſh, 
to > be thrown into the Thames, and cook, glowing hot, 
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In that ſurge, like a horſe-ſhoe; think of that-—hiſing 


hot—think of that, maſter Brook. | 


A 


you'll undertake her nomore? 
Fal. Maſter Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been into Thames, ere I will leave ker thus. Her 
huſband is this morning gone a birding : I have receiv'd 
from her another embaſſy of meeting; twixt eight and 
nine is the hour, maſter Brook d 5 p 
Ford. P 1s paſt eight alreay, ſir. 


0 * 


j 


Bal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my appointment. 


Come to me at you convenient leiſure, and you ſhall 
know how I ſpeed ; and the concluiion ſhall be crown'd 
with your enjoying her: Adieu. You ſhall, have her, 


maſter Brook; maſter Brcok, youſhal! cuckold Ford. ai. 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a viſion ? is this a dream? do I 
fleep.?-maſter Ford, awake; awake, maſter Ford; there's 
a hole made in your beſt coat, maſter Ford. This *tis to 
be married! this 'tis to have linen, and buck=baſkets |— 
Wen, I will proclaim myſelf what Iam: I will now take 
the lecher; he is at my houſe, he cannot ſcape me; *tis 
impoſſible he ſhould; he cannot creep into a half-penny 
purſe, nor into a pepper-box : but, left the devil that guides 
Himſhould aid him, I will ſearch impoſſible places. Though 
what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not, 
ſhall not make me tame: if I have horns to make one mad, 
let the proverb go with me, I'll be horn- mad. [ Exit. 


: 8 5 : » * 
— — „ Bio. I r a a SS T. —__—_ — a. ».- * , 


ACT Iv, 
SCENE I. Paor's Hou. 
Enter Mrs. Pace, Mer. QUICKLY, and WILLIAM, 


8 Ars , 
F he at maſter Ford's already, think'ſt thou? 


ay 
» 


Quick: Sure, he is by this; or will be preſently ; but 


truly, heis very courageous mad, about his throwing into 
the water. Miſtreſs, Ford deſires you to come ſuddenly. 


i 


Ford. In good ſadneſs, fir, 1 am ſorry that for my fake 
you have ſuffer'd all this. My ſuit is then deſperate ; | 
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Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by; I'll but bring 
my young man here to ſchool: Look, wie his ano 
comes: tis a playing-0ay; I ſee. 


Enter Hir Huca Evans. - Pow 


How now, fir Hugh? no ſchool to-day?» ot. 
Eva. No; maſter Slender is let the boys leave to play. 
Quick. Blefling of his heart. 822k 
Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my huſband ſays, my ſon dite 

nothing in the world at his book; 1 Prop: 1 aſk him 

ſome queſtions in his accidence. 

Eva. Come e William hold up your. bead; 
come. 

Ars. Pagh. Come on, rah. bold ws your heady a an- 
fwer your maſter, be not afraid. 

Eva. Willaim, how many numbers i is in nouns? 2 

Will. Two. 45 LS matt Ju 

Buick, Truly I thought there had been one e number 
mote; becauſe they ſay, od's nouns. 

Een. Peace your ene "What is Hir. William 1 | 


Mill. Pulcher. ; 
Quict. Poulcats| there are Slrer chings than pouleats 
S. 
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Eva. You are a very ſimpli omen; 1 pra ou 
peace. W hat is Lapis, W e 0 yy 's 
Fill. A ſtone. 
Eva. And what is a done, William? 2 
Will. A pebble. © 31-7 4% | 
Foa. No, it is Lapis: 24 pray you, member i in your 
His” ate TS 7 
Lill. Lapis. 
Esa. That is a good William: Whati is be, William, 
that does lend article:? 
Hill. Articles are borrow'd of the i6noun 3 and be 
thus declin'd, Singulariter nominativo, hit, hc, hoc. © © 
Eva. e hig, hag bog ;—pray you, mark. 

: 20 1itivo, bujus > Well, what is your aceuſative caſe © ? 
Mill. Accuſative —. MEET PRA 
Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; Ae 

ex/ative, hung, hang, hog... ; 
" Duick, ang ah is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 


„ LE... EE. CESS 
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Eva. Leave your prabbles, *oman, W is the fo- 
ative caſe, William? 

Will. Q—vocativo, O , 

Eva. Remember, William, focative is, caret. 

| Quick. And that's a good root. 

Ea. Oman, forbear, 

Mrs. Page. Peace. 

Eva. What is your. genitive caſe plural. William? 
Hl. Genitive caſe © 

Eva. Ay. 

Vill. Genitive, horum, harum, . 

Quick. Vengeance of Gjney's caſe | he on her never 

5 name her, child, if the be a whore, 

=. Eva. For ſhame, * oman, | 

74 Quick. You do ill to teach the child ſuch words: he 

teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do faſt 

enough of themſelves ; and to call horum : fie upon you! 

Eva. Oman art thou lunatics ? haſt thou no under- 
| Randing for thy caſes, and the number of the genders? 
= chou. art a fooliſh Chriſtian creatures, as I would deſires. 

3 Ar. Page. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. 

£2 - Eva. Sbew me now, William, ſome declenſions of 

your pronouns. 

Will. Forſooth, Thave forgot. 

ua. It is 41, be; cod; if you forgot your ties, your 
hes, and your cods, you muſt be preeches. Go your ways 
and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better fcholar than I thought he 
was. 

1 Eza. He is a good ſprag memory, F arewell, e 
age. | 
2 Page. Adieu, good ſir Hugh. Get you home, 

| boy Come, we e ſtay too „ LEaqau. 
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e SCENE 1. Fon Hay 
yo F ALSTAFF and Mrs. FoD. 


— 2 — 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your ſorrow . hath- eaten up my 
frames; J fee you are cdeger in your love, 175 [ 
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profoß requital to a hair's breadth; not only, miſtreſs 

Ford, in the ſimple office of love, but 3 in all the accoutre- 

ment, complement, and ceremony of it. But are you 

ſure of your huſband now ? | 
Mrs. Ford. He's birding, ſweet fir John. 2 

1 Mrs. Page. (Within. What hoa, goſſip Ford! what 
oal | 

on Ford. deep into ve chamber, fir John. 

[Ext F Ars TAF. 


Enter Mes. Pavia, j 


| Mrs. Pag ge. How now, ſweatheart e who” s at home 

benen Furt e i 
Mrs. Ford, Why, none but mine own people. 
Mrs. Page. Indeed? 

* Ds. Ford. No, vevenly< Speak: louder. 1222 

Ars, Page. Truly, | am ſo glad you have nobody here, 

1 Mrs. Ford. Why? 

Urs. Page, Why, woman, your huſband is in bis od 
lunes again: he ſo takes on yonder with my huſband; 
ſo rails againſt all mankind ; ſo curſes all Eve's daughters, 
of what complexion never; and ſo buffets himſelf on the 
forehead, crying, Peer out, Peer out ! that any madneſs [ 

ever yet beheld, ſeem'd but tameneſs, civility and patience, 

| | to this diſtemper he is in 1 NOW : I am glad the on rs pl 
is not here. 
Mrs, Ford. Why, tons he talk of him! 7 | 
' Mrs. Page. Of none but him; and ehre he was car- 

ried out, the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a baſket x 

proteſts to my huſband he is now here: and hath drawn 

F him and the reſt of their company from their ſport, ta 

i make another experiment of his ſuſpicion: but I am glad 
| the knight is not here; now he ſhall ſee his own fookery. 
Ars. Ford, How near is he, miſtreſs Page? 


Ars. Pag ge. "Hard by; at ſtreet end: be will be bers 
ann. e e e 6 
= | 22 Nd. I am welpe l- the knight i is Here,” 
Urs. Page. Why: then thou art utterly amd; and 
he's but a a0 man. What a woman are you he Yom = 
with him, away with him; better ſhame than murder. 2 
Mrs. Ford. Whid way ſhould he go ?: how ſhould x f 
beſtow him? Shall I put raw into the baſket again ? 
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in biWg Enter FALSTAFF. 


20 out ere he come ? 


make ou here? 
Fol. What ſhall I do? Pl creep up into the chimney; 
5 7 1 Ford. There they always uſe to W their 
birding-pieces : creep into the kiln-hole. 
al. Whereis it? 


preſs coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vault, but he bath an ab- 


them by his note: There is no Wang you in che houſe. 
Fal. Ill go out then. 

"Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance you 
die, fir: John ; 0. you go out diſguisd How might 
we diſguiſe him? _ 1 1 | 

_ Mrs. Page. Alas the day! I know not. There is no 
woman's gown big enough for him; otherwiſe, he might 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and ſo eſcape. 


rather. than 2 miſchief, 


ford, has a gown above, - 
Mrs. Page. On my word, it will ſerve bim; ſhe s as 


too: Run up, ſir John. 
J, will Jook ſome lin nen for you head. 


putt on the gowh the While, : [Exit FALSTAFE. 
Mrs Ford. I would m huſband would meet him in 
this ſhape : he cannot abid« 

he ſwears ſhe s a witch; forbade her my houſe, and bath 
threaten'ꝗ to beat ber.. 


gil and the devil guide his cud 
LG "Ou hls is RO h. 5 1 


\ (1183 


el afterwards | if 39 
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"Babs ; No, Plc come no more i? the baſket: May I not 5 


Mrs. Page. Alas! three of water Ford's brothers 
watch the door with piſtols, that none ſhould ifſue out; 
otherwiſe = might flip away ere he came. But What. 


Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there on m - wen, Neither | 


ract for the rememberance of ſuch places, and goes to 


ul. Good hearts, deviſe fomerhing: * aer 


Mrs. Ford. My maidꝰs aunt, the fat woman of B rent= 


big as he is: and there's her thrum hat, and ber muffler 
= Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet fir John: miſtreſs Page, and 
- Mrs. Page. Quick, quick; we'll come dreſs you ſtraight: 


e the old woman of Brentford; 


Ars. Page. Heaven. guide. him to thy huſband's ante 


| 1 
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Mrs. Page. Ay, in good ſadneſs is he; and talks of the 
baſket too, howſoever he hath had intelligence. : 

Ars. Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint my men to 
carry the baſket again, to meet him at the door with ty 
as they did laſt time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently : ler! $ 20 
drels him like the mT of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll firſt direct my men what they ſhall da 
with the baſket. Go up, Þ'll bring linen for him ſtraight. 
Ars. Page, Hang him, diſhoneſt Ware we cannot 

miſuſe him enough. _ * 
We'll leaye a proof, by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too: 
We do not act, that often jeſt and laugg; 
*Tis old, but true, Still ſcuine eat all the draff. 

Mrs. Ford. Go firs, take the baſket again on your | 
ſhoulders ; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid you ſet 
it ae obey him; quickly, diſpatch. 

I Exeunt Ars. PAGE and Mrs. For. 


Enter Servants with the Be. F 


1 Serv, Come, come, take up. | 
2 Serv. Pray heaven it be not full of the knight again. 
I Serv. 1 rope not; 1 had as lief bear ſo much lead. 


Enter For, SHALLOW, Pace, Carvs and Sir Hon 
| CER EVANS. 


Fid Ay, but if it prove true, alter Page, have you | 

any way then to unfool me again ?—Set down the balet, 

villain '—Somebody call my wife :—Youth in a baſket ! 
Oh, you panderly raſcals! there's a knot, a gang, * 
pack, a conſpiracy againſt me :—Now ſhall the devil be 
aſham'd. What! wife, I ſay! 7 45 come forth ; be- 
hold what honeſt clothes you ſend forth to bleaching. 
© Page. Why, this paſſes! Maſter Ford, you are not to 
go looſe an longer ; z you muſt be pinion' 0. a 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a mad dog] 

Shal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this 1 is not well, indeed. 


FS : 1 a ug © — * . J 7 b * 5 # 4 13 ” SITY 
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death. 
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Enter 222 For. 


Bonk 801 ſay too, ſir.— Come hither, miſtreſs Ford; 
Ae rels Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her huſ- 
band -I ſuſpect without cauſe, miſtreſs, do I? - 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witneſs, you do, if you ſuſ- 

pect me in any diſhoneſty. 


Ford. Well faid, bazen-face; ; hold; it out. Come forth, 
rr | [ Pulls the clothes out of the Baſket. 


Page. T his viſe. 
Ars. Ford. Are you not aſham'd? let the clothes alone. 
Ford. I ſhall find you anon, 


Eva. Tis unreaſonable! Will you take up your wife's 
clothes? come awa 

Ford. Empty the baſket, IAF. 
Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why, 

Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, Were was one con- 


yey'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this baſket ; Why may 
not he be there again? In my houſe I am ſure he is my 


intelligence is true; my jealouly 1 is reaſonable ; Pluck me 
out all the linen, 


Mrs. Ford. If you find a man 45 4 he ſhall die a flex 8 
Page. Here's no man. 
Hal. By my Relig. this i is not Ewa, maſter F ord: 


this wrongs you. 


— 


Eva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, aid not follow the 


imaginations of your own heart: this is jealouſies. 
Ford. Well, he's not here I ſeek for. 
Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 


Ford. Help to ſearch my houle this one time: if I find 


1 what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my extremity, let 
me for ever be your table-ſport ; let them ſay of me, As 
jealous as Foid, that ſearch'd a hollow wall-nut for his 


wife's leman, Satisfy me once more, ance more ſearch | 


with me. 
Ars. Ford. What, od Mace Page! « come : you, and 


chamber, 
Ford. Old woman! what old woman” s that? 


the old woman down; my huſband will come into the 
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Mrs. Ford. Why it is my maid's aunt of Brentford. + + 
© #ord. A witch, a quean, and old cozening quean ! Have 
J not forbid her my houſe? She comes of errands, does 
ihe? We are ſimple men; we do not know what's brought 
to paſs under the profeſſion of fortune-telling. She works 
by charms, by ſpells, by the figure, and ſuch daubery, as 
this is: beyond our element: we know nothing. 
Come down, you witch; you hag you, come down, I ſay. 
Atrs. Ford. Nay, a tree huſband ;—good gentle-. 
men, let him not ſtrike the old woman. K 


Enter FALSTAFE in Women's Clothes, led by Mrs: PAGE. 


6 a Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me your; 
RY 1 . 
Ford. I'll prat her: Out of my doors, you witch! 
Beat him, ] you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you ron- 
yon! out! qut! Pl] conjure you! I'll fortune-tell you! 
„ rag A. {lat FALSTAFE. 
Ae. Page. Are you not aſham'd? I think you have 
Fi! 4 the poor woman, : | & 8 * 97 i 0 1418 N | 
> Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it:=—Tis a goodly credit 
for you. | 8 nib Jen 300 232 5 * 
ß ES oF 5 os 
Eva. By yea and no, I think, the *oman is a witch in. 
deed: I like not when a *omans has'a great peard; I ſpy 
a great peard under his muffler. . 


Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I-beſeech you, fol- 
low ; ſee but the iſſue of my jegfouſy: if I cry out thus 
upon no trial, never truſt me when I open again. 
Page. Let's obey his humour a little further: Come, 
canner... 
Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the maſs, that he did not; he 


oy 


beat him mol yep, methought, 8 era] 
Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd, and hung 
o'er the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice, _ 
Mrs. Ford. What think you? may we, with the war- 
C rb 3.40? | a - 644.8 » . 

rant of woman-hood, and the witnels of a good conſci, 
ence, purſue him with any further revenge? 5 


Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs is, ſure, ſcar'd 
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eut of him; if the devil have him not in fee-ſimple, with 


fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the POP of 
waſte, attempt us again. 

Ars. Ford. Shall we tell our huſbands how we haye 
ſer ved him? 

Ars. Page. Yea, by all means; if it be but to forape 
the figures out of your huſband's brains If they can find 
in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous fat knight ſpall be 
any further afflicted, we two will be 1:11] the miniſters, 

Mrs. Ferd. PI warrant they'll have him publicly 


ſham'd : and, methinks, there would be no period to the 


jeſt, ſhould he not be N ſham'd. 


Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge ene it then, ſi ape it; 
] would not have W cool. Ls 


S i 3 


— 
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8 E ENE INT. The Garter Inn, 
* Boker Hoſt and Bak pol rn. 


Bard. Sir, the Germans deſire to have three of your 
horſes: the duke himſelf will be to-morrow at court, and 
they are going to meet him. 

Hof. What duke ſhould that be, comes ſo ſecrecly? I 
hear not of him in the court: let me * with che pearie- 
men; they ſpeak Engliſh? 

Bard. Sir, Þli call them to 

He. They ſhall have 15 — N ; but PII make them 
pay, 111 ſauce them: they have had my houſes a week at 
command; I have turn 4. away my other 1 they 
mult come off; P11 lauce them; come, | LE xeunt.. 


_—_—— 
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eur p. AGEs. Foap, Mrs. PAOE, Mrs. For, and Si 
Hvon EvANs. 


" Eva. *'Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a 'omans as 
ever J did look 1 upon, 


| 


© 157 Aud did he ſend 0 both theſe letters at an in- 
t! | ES TITER 11 .« | | ' 
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* 


Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. E 
Ford. Pardon me, wife: Henceforth do what thou = 
wilt; = 
J rather will ſuſpe& the fun with cold, 
Than thee with wantonneſs: now doth thy honour band, 
In him that was of late an heretic, e 
As firm as faith. | 
Page. Tis well, 'tis well; no more. 
Be not as extreme in ſubmiſſion, 3 
As in offence; 


But let our plot go forward: let our wives 2 
Yet once again, to make us public ſport. | 2 
Apnoint a mecting with this old fat fellow. _ 7 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 1 
Ford. There is no better way than that they wake of. ©» 
Page. How! to ſend him word ey Sek meet him in 8 
the park _ 1 

At midnight! fie, fie; he will never come. 3 
Eva. You ſay, he hath been thrown into the rivers ; "P 
and hath been grievouſly peaten, as an old oman: me- 
thinks, there ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould not 2 
come; methinks, his fleſh is puniſh'd, he wall have no 9 
. 1 


Page. So think I A 
Ars. Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him when he 
comes, 
And let us two deviſe to brin him hither, | 
Ars. Page. There is an ola tale goes, that Herne the 
„ hunter, . 
Sometime a keeper here in Windfor n 
Doth all the winter time, at ſtill midnight, 5 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd borns; 
And there he blaſts the tree, and takes 75 1 89 5 
And makes milch-xine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain 
In a moſt hedious and dreadful manner: | 
You have heard of ſuch a ſpirit; and well you know, 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed eld 
Receiv'd, and did deliver. to our age, 
This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 
Page. Why, yet there want Not many that do fan 
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In deep of night, to walk v7. this Herne's oak : 
But what of this? 
Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device. 
That Falſtaff at that oak ſhall meet with us. 
Well ſend him word to meet us in the field, 
Diſguis'd like Herne, with huge horns on his head, 
39 2 e. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 
And in this ſhape : When you have brought him thither, 
W hat ſhall be done with him? what is your plot ? | 
Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, and 
Se. DI. 
Nan Page, my daughter, and my little ſon, 
And three or four more of their growth, we'll dreſs 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on-their heads, 
And rattles in their hands; upon a ſudden, 
As Falſtaft, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth. a ſaw-pit ruſh at once 
Jab ſome diffuſed ſong : upon their ſight, 
| e two in great amazedneſs will ly: 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And, fairy-like, to pinch. the unclean CRght g 3 
And afk him, why, that hour of fairy reve], 
In their ſo ſacred paths he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane? 
Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch him found, 
And burn him with their tappers. 
Mrs. Page. The truth being known, | 
We'll all eln ourſelves; dis horn the ſpirit, | 
And mock him home to Windfor. | 
Ford. The children muſt | ay f 
Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. | | | 
Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ; and I 
_ be like jack-an-apes alſo, to burn the knight with my 
taber. 
Ford. This will be excellent. III go buy them vizards: 
« Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the queen of all the fairies, 
Fi inely attired in a robe of white, 
Page. That filk wilt [ go buy; and, in that time 
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Shall maſter Slender ſteal my Nan away, [4 2 
And marry her at Eton.—.— o, ſend to Falſtaff 1 — 
Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of Brook: 
He'll tell me all his purpoſe. Sure, he'll come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that: Go get us properties 
And tricking for our fairies. 


Eva. Let us about it: It is idinirable pleaſures, 1 


fery honeſt knaveries. [ Exeunt PAB, F ORD, and Ev ANS. 
Mrs. Page. Go, miſtreſs Ford, 
Send Quickly to ſir John, to know his mind. 


Pll to the doctor; ; he hath my good will, 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an ideot 5 ohh 

And he my huſband beſt of all affect: N 

The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 

Potent at court: he, none but he ſhall have wry 

Though nn thouſand worthier come to crave her. 
e L 
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Enter H loft and SIMPLE. 


22 What would'ſt thou have, boor? what ick daa: 4 
ſpeak; breathe, diſcuſs ; brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap. _ _ 

Simp. Marry, fir, I come to ſpeak with fir John Fal- | 
ſtaff from maſter Slender. 

Hot. There's his chamber, his bout his caſtle, his 
ſtanding-bed, and truckle-bed tis painted about with the 
ſtory of Foe prodigal, freſh and new : Go, knock and call; 
127 ſpeak like an Anthrepophaginean unto thee: Knock, 8 

„ 5 

Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up 
into his chamber; P11 be ſo bold as ſtay, fir, till the come 
down: I come to ſpeak wich her, indeed. 


Hojt. Ha! a fat woman! the knight may be robby "EM 


PI call. ——Bully knight! gs fir John] ſpeak from 
thy lungs military: Art thou there; it is * hoit, 
thine Epheſian, calls. 


[ Exit Mrs, F F ORD« | 
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5 ) N FALSTAFF above. 


Fl. Maw now, mine hoſt ? 

Hoſt. Here's a Bohemian- Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman: Let her deſcend, bully, tet her 
deſcend ; my goers are honourable : 5. ie! "privacy? 


* 


999 
bl 


Enter FaL STAFF, | 


Fal. 'T dere was, mine hoſt, an old fat 1 woman eren 


now with me; but ſne's gone. 


Simp. Pray you, fir, was't not the wiſe woman i of 
Brentford? 


Fal. Ay, marry was it muſlcl-ſhell ; 
you with her? 


S:mp. My maſter, 45 der Slender ent to her; ſeeing 


her go through the ſtreet, to know, fir, whether one 
Nym, fir, that beguil'd him of a chain, had the chain, 


or no. 
Fal. I ſpeak with the old woman about it. 
Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, fir? 


Fal. Marry, the ſays, that the very ſame man, that be- 


il'd maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him of it. 


Simp. I would I could have ſpoken with the woman 
| herſelf ; Thad other things to have ſpoken with her 85 


from him. 
Fal. What are they? let us know. 
Haſt. Ay, come; quick. | 
92 J may not conceal them, fir, 
Fir them, or thou dy'ſt, 


What would 


—— th ity rrmrrer nt er — Wag" 


— 


'Simp.. Why, fir, they were nothing but about miſtreſs | 


Anne Page; to know if it were * maſter s fortune to 


have her, or no. 
Fal. Tis, *tis his fortune. | 
Simd. W hat, fir ? 


me = | 
Hund. May I be ſo bold to fay ſo, fir? 
Fal. Ay, fi Tike ; like who more bold, 


Fal. To have her —or no: Go: fa the woman told 
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Simp. I thank your worſhip : I ſhall make my maſter 
glad with theſe tidings. _ [Exit St Mp. 
Hot. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, ſir Jakn : 
was there a wiſe woman with thee? _ 
Fal. Ay, that there was, mine hoſt ; one that Hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learn'd before in my life : 
and 1 paid nothing for it neither, but was: p89 10 or. N 
learning. 


Enter BAR DOI PH. 


Bard. Out, alas; ſir! cozenage mere cozenage | A 
Haſt. Where be my borſes i n We end var- 
letto. 
Bard. Run away with the cozeners: for fo fron's as I 
came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from behind one of 
them, in a ſlough of mire; and ſet ſpurs, and away, like 
three German devils, three Doctor Fauſtuss. | 
Hot. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain : do 
not ſay they are fled; Germans are honeſt men. N 


Enter Sir Hvan Evans. 


8 Where is mine hoſt ?_ 
Hoſt. What is the matter, ur? 11510 7 
Eva. Have a care of your entertainments: there is « 
friend of mine come to town, tells me, there is three 
couzin-germans that hath cozen'd all the hoſts of Read- 
ings, of Maidenhead, of Colebrooke, of harſes and money. 

I tell you for good will, look you: you are wiſe, and ful! 
of gibes and vlouti -ſtogs; and *tis not convenient 4 

| ſhould be cozen'd : Fare you well. 5 


9 as 


Enter Cat 1Us. 


Cant Yee) is mine Hoſt de Ferterre: "ot 
H:jt, Here, maſter doctor, in perplexity, and doubtfu? 

_ dilemma, 
Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat: But! it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make a grand preparation for a duke de Farmany - 
by my trot, dere is no duke, Gat de court is know, to 


come: I tell you for good vill: adieu. Exit. 
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Wt. Hue and cry, villian, go! aſſiſt me, knight; 1 


am undone: fly, run, hue and cry, villain ! Tam undone! 
Fal. I would all the world might be cozen'd; for I 
Rave been cozen'd and beaten too. If it ſhould come to 
the ear of the court, how | have been trans form'd, and how 


my transformation hath been waſh'd and cudgeld, they 


would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor 
fiſhermen's boots with me; I warrant they would whip 
me with their fine wits, till I were as creſt-failen as a 
dry'd pear. I never proſper'd ſince.I forſwore mytelf at 
Primero. Well, if my wind were but long enough to 
ſay my prayers, I would repent. — 


Enter Mrs. QuickLy. 


Now, whence come you ? 
Quic. From the two parties, forſooth. + | 


Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the other, 


and ſo they ſhall be both beftow'd ! I have ſufferd'd more 


for there ſakes, more, than the villanous inconſtancy of 
man's diſpoſition is able to bear. 


= And have not they ſuffer'd ? yes, I warrant, ſpe- 
ciou 


one of them; miſtreſs Ford, good heart, is beaten 


black and blue, that you cannot ſee a white ſpot about 


hey; 504) 


Fal. What tel thou me of black and blue; I was 


beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rainbow ; and I 


was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brentford ; 


but that my admirable dexterity of wit, counterfeiting the 


action of an old woman, deliver'd me, the knave con- 


ftable had ſet me i' the ſtocks, i' the common itocks, 
for a witch, 

Duc. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your chamber: you 
ſhall hear how things go; and, I warrant, to your con- 
tent. Here is a letter will ſay ſomewhat. Good hearts, 


What ado is here to bring Ju together ! ſure one of you 
does not ſerve heaven well, | 


2 11, that you are ſo croſs d. 
Fal. Come up into my chamber. „ 
f 5 | . 0 1 #7 | E 
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SCENE VL 
Enter Fenton and Hoſt. 


Hoſt. Maſter Fenton, talk not to me; my mind is 
heavy, I will give over all. 
Fent, Vet hear me ſpeak : Aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, - 
And, as I am a gentleman, VII give thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more than your loſs, 
Hd. T will hear you, maſter F enton ; and I will, at 
the leaſt, keep your counſel. | 
Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page; 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection 
(So far forth as herſelf might be her chuſer) 
Even to my wiſh: I have a letter from her 
Of ſuch contents as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof's ſo larded with m matter, 
That neither, ſingly, can be manifeſted, == 
Without the ſhew of both: Fat fir John F alſtaff 1 1 
Hath a great ſcene; the image of the jeſt 1 
[ Shewing a e " 
I'll ſhew you here at large. Hark, good mine hoſt : x 
To-night at Herne's oak, juſt *twixt twelve and one, 
Muft my ſweet Nan preſent the fairy queen; 8 
The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguiſe, 4 7 
While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, * : 
Her father hath commanded her to ſlip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry : ſhe hath conſented : now, ſir, 
Her mother, even ſtrong againſt that match, 8 8 
And firm for doctor Caius, hath appointed 5 "Re 
| That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, | 
W hile other ſports are taſking of their minds, 
And at the deanery, where a prieſt attends. 
Straight marry her: to this her mother's plot 
She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath 
Made promile to the doctor Nou, thus it reſts „ 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white; 
And in that habit, when Slender ſees his time 
To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 
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She ſhall go with him:—her mother hath intended, 


The better to devote her to the doctor | / 


(For they muſt all be maſk'd and vizarded,) 

That, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 

With ribbands pendant, flaring *bout her head; 

And when the doctor ſpies his vantage ripe: 

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 

The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 

Hoſt, Which means ſhe to deceive: father or mother? 
Fent. Both, my good hoſt, to go along with me: 
And here it reſts, that you'll procure the vicar 

To ſtay for me at church, twixt twelve and one, 


And in the lawful name of marrying, 


To give our hearts united ceremony 
Hot. Well, huſband your device; [I'll to the vicar: 
Bring you the maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
Fent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſides, I'll make a preſent recompenſe. [ Exeunt, 


* 
- 


th. 


——— 8 Py 


— * 


ATTY; 
NK 
Enter FALSTAFF and Mrs, QUICKLY, 


| „ 
RV TH EE, no more prattling go. — I'll hold: 
This is the third time; I hope good luck lies in odd 
numbers. Away, go; they ſay there is a divinity in odd 
numbers, either in nativity, chance, or death. —A way. 
Quic. I'll provide you a chain; and. I'll do what 1 
can to get you a pair of horns. [Exit Mrs. Quic, 
Fal. Away, I fay ; time wears: hold up your head, 
and mince, | | 
„ Enter FoRD, 


. How now, maſter Brook? Maſter Brook, the matter will 


be known to-night, or neyer. Be you in the Park about 
midnight at Herne's oak, and you thall ſee wonders. 
Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday, fir, as you told 
me you had appointed ? | 
Fal. 1 went to her, maſter Brook, as you ſee, like a 


£2. 


—— — <tr Is, + 
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a poor old woman. That ſame knave, Ford, her hyſbangl, 
hath the fineſt mad devil of jealouſy | in him, maſter Brook, 
that ever govern'd frenzy. I will tel] you,—H e heat me 


grievoully, in the ſhape of a woman; for in the ſhape of 
a man, maſter Brook, I fear not Goliah with a weaver's 


beam; becauſe I know alſo, life is a ſhuttle, I am in 
haſte; go along with me, 711 tell you all, matter Brook. 
Since, ] pluck? geeſe, play d truant, and whi ipp'd top, I 
knew not what twas to be beaten, till 19 5 Follow 
me: I'll tell you ſtrange things of this knave Ford; on 
whom to-night I will be reveng'd, and I will deliver his 
wife into your hand.— Follow: Strang ge things in hand 


maſter Brook ! follow. [Exeunt, 


* * * ” — 
* . 
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Buer Pack, SHALLOW, and SLENDER. 
Page. Come, come ; we'll couch i“ the caſtle-ditch, tilt 


* 


1 4 


we ſee the light of our fairies.— Remember, ſon Slender, . 


my daughter. 


Slen. Ay, forſooth; I have ſpoke with her, and we 


have a nay-word how to know one another. come to 
her in white, and cry mum; the cries, budget ; and by 
that we know one another. 

Sbal. That's good too: But what needs either you 
mum, or her budget ? the white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ſtruck ten o'clock. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and fpirits will be- 
come it well. Heaven proſper our ſport: No man means 
evil but the devil, and we thall 'know him by Eis horns. 
Let's C 29 ; follow me. |  [Exeunt, 


SCENE Ill. 


Enter Mifireſ pack, Mytrefs N and Dr. Caius. | 


Mrs. Page. Maſter doctor, my daughter i is in green; ; 
when you ſee your time, take her by the hand, awa 
with her to the deanery, and diſpatch it quickly : Go be- 
fore into the park; we two muſt go to ether. | 

Caius. | know vat I have to do: Adieu. [ Exit. 

Mrs, Page. 7 are you well, wit, My huſband will 
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nat + er ſo much at the abuſe of Falſtaff, as he will 

chafe at the doctor's marrying my daughter: but tis 
no matter; better. a little chiding, than a great deal of 
heart-break. 


Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies ? and the Welch devil Evans ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couch'd in a pit hard. by 
Herne's ak, with obſcur'd lights; which, at the very 
inſtant of F alſtaff's and our meeting, they will at once 


diſplay to the night. 


Ars. Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 

Ars. Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd; 
if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock d. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely, 

Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch lewdſters, and their lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. 


Mrs. Ford. 152 hour draws on; ; To the oak ! to the 


ah : * 
SCENE Iv. 
Enter Sir Hud EvANS, and Followers, 


Boe. Trib, trib, faries; come; and remember your 
parts: be pold, I pray you; follow me into the pit; and 
when ] give the e es rds, do as 1 Pin you: Come, 
come; trib, trib. 


= | 
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8 C E N E V. 
Enter F ALSTAFF with @ Bucks head on. 


Fal, T he W indfor bell hath ſtruck twelve; the mi- : 


N draws on; now the hot-blooded gods afſiſt me | — 

emember, Joye t ou waſt a bull for 3 Europa; hve 
ſet on thy baer h, powerful love] that in ſome re- 
ipe ts, makes a beaſt a man; in ſome other, a man a ba 


—You were alſo, Jupiter, a ſwan, for the ove of L.Cuay 


Oh, omnipotent love | how near the god drew to the 


complexion of a gooſe ?—A fault done firſt in the form of 


beaſt; — 0 Jove, à beaſtly fault!—and then another 
fault in che ſemblance of a towl think art, Joye ; 383 
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Li 


foul fault.—-When gods have hot backs, what "ſhall poor 
men do? For me, am here a Windſor ſtag; and the 
fatteſt, I think, i' the foreſt : Send me a cool rut-time, 


Jove, or who can blame me to, piſs my tallow ? Who 


comes here? my doe? _ 
Enter AA. ſtreſs FoRD and M. ſtreſs PAGE. 


Ars. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer? my 
male deer? 

Fal. My doe with the black ſcut Loet the ſky rain 
potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves ; hail 
kiffing comfits, and ſnow eringoes ; let there come a tem- 
peſt of provocation, I will ſhelter me here, 

Mrs. Ford, Miſtreſs Page is come with me, ſweet- 
heart, 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch! 1 
will keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the fellow 
of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your huſbands, 


Amla woodman ? ha ! Speak I like Herne the hunter ? 


—Why, now is Cupid a chile of conſcience: he makes 
reſtitution, As I am a true ſpirit, welcome | 
OY [1% fe within, 
22 Page. Alas! what noiſe? 
Mrs. Ford Heaven forgive our ſins | 
Fal. What ſhall this be ? 
Ars. Ford. 


Mrs. Page. ; A Way away. 
[The women run out, 


Fal. 1 think the devil will not have me damn'd, left 


the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on fire; he never 


would elſe croſs me thus. 


Enter Sir Hus like a Satyr: QuvickLy, and others, 
Areſs d like 554 with Tapers. 


Quic. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, : 
You moon-ſhine revellers, and ſhades of night, 
You orphan-heirs of fixed deſtiny, 


Attend your office, and your qualities— ies Big: £ 
_ Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o- yes. 


Eva. Elves , liſt your names; ſilence, you airy t toys, 
Cricket, to Windſor chimnies ſhalt thou leap: 


Where fres thou find'ſt unrak'd, and hearths unſwept, 
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There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 


Our radiant queen hates ſluts and ſluttery. 
Fal. They are fairies ; he that ſpeaks to them ſhall e die; 


I'll wink and couch; no man their works mult eye. 


| Lies down upon his fnce. 


Eva. Where's Bede? Go you, and where you find 4 


mad, 
That, ere ſhe lleep, hath thrice her prayers ſaid, 


Rein up the organs of her fantaſy ; 


Sleep ſhe as ſound. as careleſs infancy : | 

But thoſe as ſleep, and think not on their ſins. 

Pinch them, arms, legs, back, ſhoulders, ſides, and ſhins. 
uic. About, about! 

Search Windſor caſtle, elves, within and out: 

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room; 

That it may ſtand till the Perpetual doom, 

In ſtate as wholeſome, as in ſtate *tis fit; 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The ſeveral chairs of order look you ſcour 

With juice of balm, and every precious flower: 

Each fair inſtalment coat, and ſeveral creſt, 

With loyabblazon evermore be bleſt 

And ebay, meadow-tairies, look, you ſing, 

Like to the Garter's compals in a ring: 

The expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 

More fertile freſh than all the field to ſee ; 

And, Honi Soi Qui Mal y Penſe, write, 

In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and White; 


Like faphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 


Buckled below fair knight-hood's bending knee 
Fairies uſe flowers for their charactery. 
Away; diſperſe : But, *till *tis one o'clock, 
Our dance of cuſtom, round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 
Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand; yourſelves i in r- 
der ſet: 


And twenty glow- worms ſhall our lanterns be, 


To guide our meaſure round about the tree, 
But, ſtay; I' ſmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heaven's defend me from that W elch fairy ! 
Leſt he transform me to a piece of cheele.! 


— oe * 
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Eva. Vile wormz thou waſt oerlook'd even in an 
birth. 5 
Quic. With trial- fire touch me bis Gngercend :. ! 


If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend, 
And turn him to no pain: but if he ſtart, 


It is the fleſh of a corrupten heart. 
Eva. A trial, come- 
117 burn him with their Tapers and pinth bin 
Come, will this wood take fire? | 
Fal. Oh, ho, ho! 
Quic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in deſire ! — 


About him, fairies ; ſing a ſcornful rhime: 


And, as you trip, {till pinch him to your time. 


Eva. It is right; indeed, he is full of ſecheries and 


Ys * 5 5 78 


Nie en ſinful phantaſy ! 1 550 
Tie on luſt and luxury. J e 7 
| Luſt i is but a bloody fire, 
 Kindled with par 7 FO Arez 
Fed in heart; whoſe flames aſpire, 

As thoughts do blow them, hig 4 70 and higher. 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; © 
Pinch him for his villany; | 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
„Till candles, and ſtar-light, and moon ſhine be out, 


During this Song they pinch him- Dr. Carus comes one 
' way, and ſteals away a Fairy in green; SLENDER another 
way, and he takes away a Fairy in white ; and FENTON 
comes, and ſteals away Mrs. ANNE Pack. 4 Noiſe of 
Hunting is maae within. All the Fairies run away. 


FALSTAFF pulls off his Buck's Head, and riſes. + St 
Enter Pad E, ForD, Sc. They lay hold of him. b i; 


| Page, Nay, do not 7 1 think we bave watch'd yo 
now 5 20 

will none but Lemme the hunter: 1 your burn l. 
Mrs. ph I Pray you, Gs hold. wp; the jet no 


Now, good fir r John, how 1 like you Windlor wives? 120 
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See you theſe huſband? do not theſe fair yokes 

Become the foreſt better than the town? IG 
Ford. Now, fir, who's a cuckold now ?—Maſfter 

Brook, Falſtaff's a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here are 

his horns, maſter Brook: And, Maſter Brook, he hath en- 

joyed nothing of Ford's but his buck-baſket, his cudgel, 


and twenty pounds of money; which muſt be paid to 
maſter Brook; his horſes are arreſted for it, maſter Brook. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we could 


never meet. I will never take you for my love again, 
but Iwill always count you my deer. | „ 


\ 


Ford. Ay, and an ox too; both the proofs are extant. 
Fal. And theſe are not fairies? I was three or four 
times in the thought they were not fairies; and yet the 
guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurpriſe of my powers, 


Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an als. 


drove the groſſneſs of the foppery into a receiv'd belief, 


in deſpight of the teeth of all rhime and reaſon, that they 


were fairies, See now, how wit may be made a Jack-a- 


lent, when tis upon ill employment! 


Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your de- 


ſires, and fairies will not pince you. 
Ford. Well faid, fairy Hugh, _ 
Eva. And leave your jealouſies alſo, I pray you. 
Ford. I will never miftruſt my wife again, till thou art 


able to woo her in good Engliſh. 


Fal. Havel laid my brain in the fun, and dried it, that 
it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs, o'er-reaching as this ? 
Am I ridden with a Welch goat too? ſhall 1 have a 
coxcomb of frize? *tis time I was chok'd with a piece 


of toaſted cheeſe 


Eva. Seeſe is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all putter. Gs 55 | 

Fal. Seeſe and putter! have I liv'd to ſtand in the taunt 
of one that makes fritters of Engliſh ? this is enough to 


" 


be the decay of luſt and late-walking, through the realm. 


i Mrs. Page. Why, {ir John, do you think, though we 


would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by the head 


and ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves without ſcruple to 
hell; that ever the devil could have made you our delight ? 


. * id 
ut 


' 


Ferd. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax? G. 


- — — — — 


| ſacks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drinkings, and 


gt, ſhe is, by this, doctor Caius” wife. [Aide 
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Ars. Page. A puff'd man! 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable entrails? 
Ford. And one dt is as llandewns as Satan? 
Page. And as poor as Job? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and 


iwearings, and ſtarings, pribbles and prabble ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme; you have the ſtart of 
me; I am dejected; I am not le to anſwer the Welch 
flannel ; ignorance itſelf is a plummet o'er me: uſe me 
as you will, 


Ford. Marry, ſir, we 11 bring you to Windſor, to one L 
maſter Brook, that you coxen'd of money, to whom you 0 
ſhould have been a pandar: over and above that you have 
ſuffer'd, I think to repay that money Wal be a biting af- L 
en | 3 

Ars. Ford. Nas: huſband, let that go to make amends: 1 
Forgive that ſum, and ſo we'll all be friends. Y 


4 
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Ford. Well, here's my hand; all's forgiven at laſt, 

Page. Vet * cheerſul, knight: thou ſhalt eat a poſſet 8 
to- night at my houſe; where I will deſire thee to laugh 8 
at my wife, that now laughs at thee: Tell her maſter 5 
Slender hath married her daughter. 


Ars. Page. Doctors doubt that; if Anne 8 be my 


x 1 


Enter SLENDER, 


Slen. Whoo, ho! ho! father Page! 

Page. Son | how now ? how now, ſon, have you diſ- 
patch'd ? | 

Slen. Diſpatch'd ! u make the beſt in Glouceſter- 
ſhire know on't ; would 1 were hang d, la, elſe. 

Page. Of What, ſon? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry miſtreſs Anne 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly bo oy: If it had not been 
i' the church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould 
have ſwing'd me. If I did not think it had been Anne 
Page, would I might never ſtir, and 'tis a dener 8 
boy. 

Page. the my liſe then you took the wrong. 
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Stn. What need you tell me that? T think fo, when 
J took a boy for a girl: If I had been married to him, 
for all he was in woman's e I would not have had 
him, 

Page. Why, this is all your own folly ; Did not T tell 
you, how you ſhould know my daughter by her garments? 

Slen. I went to her in white, and cry'd, mum, and the 
ery'd, budget, as Anne and J had appointed; and yet it 
was not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 

Eva. Jethu! Maſter Slender, cannot you ze but marry 

A 99 8 

. O, I am ves d at heart: What {hall T do? 
rs, Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew of 
Vour purpoſe: turn'd my daughter into green; and, in- 


deed, ſhe is now with the doctor at the deanery, and 
there married. 


Enter Cavs. 


Caius. Vere is miſtreſs Page ? By gar, I am cozen'd ; 
I ha' married un garcon, a boy,; nu paiſan, by gar, a boyz 
it is not Anne Page: by gar, I am cozen'd. 

Ars. Page. Why did you not take her in green ? 

Caius. Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy: be gar, I'II raiſe all 


Windſor. [ Exit Calus. 
Ford. This is ſtrange: Who hath got the right Anne? 


Page. My heart miſgives me: Here comes maſter Fenton. 


Enter FENTON and ANNE PAGE. 
How now, maſter Fenton ? 
Anne. Pardon, good father good my mother, pardon ! 
Page. Now, miſtreſs ? how chance you went not with 
maſter Slender ? 


Mrs. Page. 1 went you not with maſter doctor, 
maid ? 

Fent. You do amaze her: Hear the truth of it. 

Vou would have married her moſt ihamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, She and I, long ſince contracted, 

Are now fo lure, that nothing can diſſolve us. 

The offence is holy that ſhe hath committed: 

And vhis deceit loſes the name of craft, | 2 


——— —— —{ — — 
_ 4 8 4 * 2 


— 


76 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, 


Of diſobedience, or unduteous title ; 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ' 


A thouſand irreligious curſed hours, 


W hich forced marriage would have brought upon her, 
Ford. Stand notamaz'd: here is no remedy 


In love, the heavens themſelves do guide the ſtate ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are ſold by fate. 


Tal. J am glad, though you have ta'en a ſpecial ſtand 


| to ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd. 


Page. Well, what remedy ? F enton, heaven give thee 
jo 

What cannot be eſchew d, muſt be embrac'd. _ 
Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your wedding. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all ſorts of deer are chac'd. 
Ars. Page. Well, I will muſe no further ;—Maſtex 

Wo» 
Heaven give you many, many merry days! 3 


Good huſband, let us every one go home, 


And laugh this ſport o'er by a country fire; 


Sir Jahn and all. 


Ford. Let it be ſo ber John, 
To maſter. Brook you yet ſhall hold your word; 


For he, W {ball lie with miſtreſs Ford. 


[EExeunt omnes. 


THE END, 


TEE. TTY 


— 


or 


* 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 
MEN 


VincenTIo, Duke of Vienna. 1 | 

ANGELo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's abſence, _. 
ESCALUS, an ancient Lord, Joined with Angelo in the depu- 
tation, - | a 

OT Auplo, a young Gentleman. 

Lucio, a Fantaſtic. 

«© Two other like Gentlemen, 


« *-V aRRIUS; @ Gentleman, ſervant to the Duke.” 


2 | 

HOMAS, ) "6 

Davis 7 two Friars. 
R, | 


<0: A Fuftice.”* 


Er.80w. a ſimple Conſtable. 


„ FROTH, a Hol Glas.” 5. 
| ro EY; e 3 
Clown," Strvant to Mrs, Over done. 


4 


ABHoRSNH, an Executioner. 


BARNARDINE, a diſſolute Priſoner. 


Is ABELLA, Sifter to Claudio. 
MARIAN A, betrothed to Angels. 


JuLItT, beloved by Claudio. 
FRANCISCA, a Nun, 


Mrs, OvER-DONE, a Bawd. 


Guards, Officers, and other Attendants, 
| SCENE, Vienna. 


A 


* Varrius might be omitted, forhe is only once ſpoken | 


to, and ſays nothing. Johnſon. 
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ce ſound, as things that are hollow; thy bones are hol- 
« jow ; impiety has made a feaſt of thee, 


&« Enter Bawd. 


« 1 Gent. How now? Which of your hips has the moſt 

profound ſciatica ? 

« Bawd. Well, well ; there's one yonder arreſted, and 

carry'd to priſon, worth five thouſand of you all. 

& Cent. Who's that, I pr'ythee? 

% Bawd, Marry, fir, that's Claudio, ſignior Claudio. 

4 Cent. Claudio to priſon! tis not ſo. 

% Bawd, Nay, but I know *tis fo: I ſaw him arreſted ; 

ſaw him carr/'d away; and, which is more, within 

theſe three days his head is to be chopp'd off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have 

it ſo? Art thou ſure of this ? 

% Bawd. I am too ſure of it: and it is for getting 

madam Julietta with child. 

% Lucio. Believe me, this may be: he promiſed to meet 

me two hours ſince, and he was ever preciſe in pro- 

miſe-keeping. 

* 2 Gent. Beſides, you know, it draws ſomething near 

to the ſpeech we had to ſuch a purpoſe. 

* 1 Cent. But moſt of all agreeing with the proclama- 

tion. 

oy Lucio. Away; let's go learn the truth of it. 

| 15 [Exeunt, 


- 


* 


c 


* 


& Manet Bawd. 


„% Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the 
ſwear, what with the gallows, and what with poverty, 
I am cuſtom-ſhrunk. How now? what's the news 
with you ? 


Enter Clown. 


4 „ Clown, Yonder man is carry'd to priſon, 

% Bawd. Well; what has he done? 

: & Clown. A woman. 

4% Bawd, But what's his offence ? 
B 
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6 Coton. Groping. for trouts in a peculiar river. 
% Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him? 
& Cliwn, No; but there's a woman with maid by him: 
& You have not heard of the proclamation, have you ? 
%% Bawd, What proclamation, man ? 
„ Clown, All houſes in the ſuburbs of Vienna muſt be 
e pluck'd down. 
% HRBaud. And what ſhall become of thoſe in the city ? 
* Clown, They ſhall ſtand for feed : they had gone 
down too, but that a wiſe burgher put in for them. 
* Bawd. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort 1 in the fub- 
© urbs be pull'd down? 
&« Clown. To the ground, miſtreſs. 
& Baaud. Why here's a change, indeed, in the common- 
wealth! What ſhall become of me? 
4 Clown. Come; fear not you: good counſellors lack 
* no clients: though you change your place, you need 
„not change your trade; l' be your tapſter till. 
40 Courage: there will be pity taken on you: you that 
have worn out your eyes almoſt out in the ſer vice, you 
© will be conſidered. 
* Bawd. What's to do here, Thomas Tapſter? Let $ 
1 withdraw, 
* Clown, Here comes fgnior Claudio, led by the pro- 
« volt to priſon ? and there's madam Juliet. 
6  [Exeunt Bawd and Chon” 


S EN E III. 


Enter Provgſt, CLAUDIO, JULIET, and Offers; 
Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 


| Claud. Fellow, why doſt thou ſhew me thus to the 
| World? 

Pear me to priſon, where J am committed. 

| Prov. I do it not in evil diſpoſition, 

But from lord Angelo in ſpecial charge, 

Claud. Thus can the demi-god, authority, 

Make us pay down for our offence by weight. — 

The words of heaven ;—on whom it will, it will; 
On whom it will not, ſo; yet ſtill'tis juſt, FED 
„ ' Lusis. 
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Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comes this 
reſtraint. 1 | - 
Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty ; 
As ſurfeit is the father of much faſt, e 
So every ſcope by the immoderate uſe 
Turns to reſtraint : Our natures do purſue 
(Like rats that ravin down their proper bane) 
A thirſty evil; and, when we drink, we die. | 
Lucio. If I could ſpeak fo wiſely under an arreſt, I 
would ſend for certain of my creditors : And yet, to ſay 
the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom, as the 
morality of impriſonment. —What's thy offence, Claudio? 
Claud. What, but to ſpeak of, would offend again. 
Lucio. What is it? murder? 
Claud. No. - 
Lucio, Lechery ? 
Claud. Call it ſo. 
Prov. Away, fir; you muſt go. : os 
Claud. One word, good friend: Lucio, a word with 
you. 
Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good— 
Is lechery ſo look'd after? 5 
Claud. Sw ſtands it with me,—Upon a true con- 
wack: 
I got poſſeſſion of Julietta's bed; 
| You know the lady; ſhe is faſt my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutual entertainment, 
With character too groſs, is writ on Juliet. 
Lucio, With child, perhaps ? 
Claud. Unhappily, even ſo. 
And the new deputy now for the duke,— 
Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of newnels ; 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horſe whereon the governor doth ride, 
Who, newly in the ſeat, that it may know NN EE 
B 2 He 
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He can command, let's it ſtraight feel the ſpur : 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 
Or in his eminence that fills it up, 
I ſtagger in:—But this new governor 


| Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, 
Which have, like unſcour'd armour, hung by the wall, 


So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round, 


And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 


Now puts the drowſy and neglected act 
Freſhly on me: — tis ſurely, for a name. : 
Lucio. 1 warrant, it is: and thy head ſtands fo tickle 


— 


on thy ſhoulders, that a milk- maid, if ſhe be in love, maß 
figh 1 it of, Send after the duke, and appeal to him, 


Claud. I have done ſo, but he's not to be found. 
I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind ſervice : 
This day my ſiſter ſhould the cloifter enter, 


And there receive her approbation : 


Acquaint her with the danger of my ſlate : 
Implore her, in my voice, that ſhe make friends 
To the ſtrict deputy ; bid herſelf aſſay him; 

I have great hope in that: for in her youth 


There is a prone and ſpeechleſs dialect, 
Such as moves men; beſides, ſhe hath proſperous art 


When ſhe will play with reaſon and diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſuade, 
Lucio. I pray, ſhe may: as well for the encouragement 
of the like, © which elſe would ſtand under grievous im- 
« poſition ;** as for the enjoying of thy life, who 1 would 
be ſorry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt at a game of tick- 


tack, 171 to her. 


Cloud. I thank you, friend Lucio. 
Lucio. Within two hours, : 
Claud, Come, officer, away, .:]Exeunt, 


_ — — 


SCENE IV. | 
Monaſtery. Enter Nuke and Friar THOMAS. 


Duke. No; holy father ; throw away that thought; 
Belicve not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can 


4 


— — — 


% 
[i 
: 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 11 
Can pierce a complete boſom : why I deſire thee 

To give me ſecret harbour, hath a purpoſe 

More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 

Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your grace ſpeak of it ? 

Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you 
How [ have ever lov'd the life remov'd ; 

And held in idle price to haunt aſſemblies, 
Where youth, and coſt, and witleſs bravery keeps. 
I have deliver'd to lord Angelo 
(A man of ſtricture, and firm abſtinence) 

My abſolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he ſuppoſes me travelled to Poland; 

For fo I have ſtrew'd it in the common ear, 
And fo it is receiv'd : Now, pious fir, 

You will demand of me, why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have ſtrict ſlatutes, and moſt biting laws 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-ſtrong ſteeds) 
Which for theſe nineteen years we have let ſleep ! 
Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave, 

That does not out to prey: Now, as fond uber 
Having bound up the threat” ning twigs of birch, 
Oaly to ſtick it in their children's ſight, 

For terror, not to uſe; in time the rod 

Becomes more mock'd, than feared : ſo our decrees, | 
Dead to inflition, to themſelves are dead; 

And liberty plucks juſtice by the noſe ; 

The baby beats the nurſe, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It reſted in your grace 
To unlooſe this ty d- up juſtice, when you pleas'd ; 
And it in you more dreadful woe have ſeem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Due. I do fear, too dreadful : N 

Sith *twas my fault to give the people ſcope, 

Twould be my tyranny to ſtrike, and gall them, 

For what I bid them do: For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiſſive paſs, - 

And not the puniſhment. Therefore, indeed, my father, 
| have on Angelo impos'd the office; 


B 3 


Who 


Cans 
„„ no = <= 5 


— 


12 MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 


Who may, in the ambuſh of my name, ſtrike home, 
* And yet, my nature never in the ſight 
& To do it {lander :** And to behold his ſway, 
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order, | 
Viſit both prince and people: therefore, I pr'ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and inſtruct me 
How I may formally in perſon bear me 
Like a true friar. More reaſons for this action, 
At our more leiſure ſhall I render you; 
Only, this one :—Lord Angelo is preciſe ; ; 
Stands at a guard with envy; ſcarce confeſſes 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ſtone : Hence ſhall we ice, 
If power change purpoſe, what our ſeemers be. 


7 ——„ 


SCENE v. 
4 Nunnery, Enter Is ABEL IL A and FRANCISCA, 


2 And have you nuns no farther privileges ? 
un, Are not theſe large enough? 
Jab. Yes, truly: I ſpeak not as deſiring more; 
But rather wiſhing a more ſtrict reſtraint 
Upon the ſiſter-hood, the votariſts of ſaint 1 
2 [Within] Ho! Peace be 1a this place ! 
Iſab. Who's that which calls? | 
Nun. It is a man's voice: Gentle Iſabella, | 
Turn you the key, and know his buſineſs of him; 
You may, I may not; you are yet unſworn : 
When you have vow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with men, 
But in the preſence of the prioreſs : 
Then, if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſhew your face; ; 
Or, if you ſhew your face, you muſt not ſpeak. 
He calls again; I pray you anſwer him. 
Exit FRanCIsCA, 
by * Wok Peace and proſperity ! Who is' 't that calls?“ 


Enter Lucio. 


Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be; as thoſe clicek. roſes 
Proclaim you are no leſs ! Can you ſo ſtead me, 


As 


— 
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As bring me to the ſight of Iſabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair ſiſter 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 
Jab. Why her unhappy brother? let me aſk ; 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 6 
I am that Iſabella, and his ſiſter, = „ 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you: j 
Not to be weary with you, he's in priſon. { 
Jab. Woe me! For what? 1þ 
Lucio. For that, which, if myſelf might be his W | 10 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment in thanks: | 
e hath got his friend with child. 
1b, Sir, make me not your ſtory. 
Lucio. 'Tis true —I would not (though *tis my fami- 
liar fin 
With maids to ſeem the lapwing, and to jeſt, 
Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins fo : 
I hold you as a thing enſky'd, and fainted : 
« By your renouncement, and immortal ſpirit ;? 
And to be talked' with in ſincerity, | « 
As with a ſaint. 5 a 
“Jab. You do blaſpheme the good, in mocking 12 — 
% Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewneſs and truth, 
tb: 
ce Your brother and his love have embrac'd : 
« As thoſe that feed grow full; as bloſſoming time 
6 That from the ſeedneſs the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyſon ; fo her plenteous womb. 
% Expreſfſeth his full tilth and huſbandry.” 
Tab. Someone with child by him? My couſin Juliet? 
| Lucio, Is ſhe your coulin? 
Lab. Adoptedly; as ſchool-maids change their names, 
By vain though apt affection. 
Lucio, She it is. 
Lab. O, let him marry her! 
Lucio, This is the point. 
The duke is very ſtrangely gone TO hence; 
HBore many gentlemen, myſelf being one, 
In hand, and hope of action: but we do learn 
“By thoſe that know the very nerves of ſtate, 


3 His givings. out were of an infinite diſtance 
B 4 % From 
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« From his true-meant deſign,” Upon his place, 
And with full line of his authority, 

Governs lord Angelo; A man whoſe blood 

Is very ſnow-broth ; one who never feels 

« The wanton ſtings and motions of the ſenſe; 

« But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 


With profits of the mind, ſtudy and faſt,” 


He (to give fear to uſe and liberty, 
Which have, for long, run by the hideous law, 


As mice by lions)” hath pick'd out an act, 


Under whoſe heavy ſenſe your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit : he arreſts him on it; 
And follows cloſe the rigour of the ſtatute, 
To make him an example: all hope is gone, 
Unlefs you have the grace by your fair prayer 


To ſoften Angelo : and that's my pith 


Of buſineſs *twixt you and your poor brother. 

1/ab. Doth he ſo ſeek his life? 

Lucio. Has cenſur'd him 
Already; and, as I hear, the provoſt hath 
A warrant for his execution.. 

Iſab. Alas! what poor OT. s in me 
To do him good ? 

Lucio. Aſſay the power you have. 

Iſab. My power! Alas! I doubt,— 

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors, OR q 
And make us loſe the good we oft might win, P 
By fearing to attempt: Go to lord Angelo, ; 
And let him learn to know, when maidens ſue, 

Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as truly theirs 


As they themſelves would owe them. 


ab. I'll ſee what I can do. 

Lucio. But, ſpeedily. 

Jab. ] will about it ſtrait; 
No longer ſtaying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you: 


Commend me to my brother: ſoon at night 


I'll ſend him certain word of my ſucceſs. 
Lucio. I take my leave of you. 
Iſab. Good ſir, adieu. 
| ACT 


— 
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3 SE . 1 
ACT i sinnt. 


ANGELO's Houſe, Enter Ax ELo, EscALus, a Juſ⸗ 
tice, Provoſt, and Attendants. 


HS | 
Angelo. 0 


W. muſt not make a ſcare-crow of the law; 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, | | 
And let it keep one ſhape, till cuſtom make it 1 
Their perch, and not their terror. 


Eſcal. Ay, but yet 
g 


Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruiſe to death: Alas! this gentleman 
Whom I would ſave, had a molt noble father, n 
Let but your honour know, (Whom ] believe 
To be moſt ſtrait in virtue) 
« That, in the working of your own affections, 
& Had time coher'd with place, or place with wiſhing, 
« Or that the reſolute acting of your blood 
« Could have attain'd the effect of your own purpoſe,” 
Whether you had not ſometime in your life 
Err'd in this point which now you cenſure him, 
And pull'd the law upon you. 
Ang. Tis one thing to be tempted, Eſcalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
© The j Jury, paſſing on the priſoner's life, 
% May, in the {worn twelve, have a thief or two 
« Guiltier than him they try: What's open made to 
« juſtice, 0 
“That juſtice ſeizes. What know the laws, 
“That thieves do paſs on thieves? *'Tis very Pregnant, 
„The jewel that we find, we ſtoop and take it, 
5 Becauſe we fee it; but what we do not fee, 
* We tread upon, and never think of it,” 
ou may not fo extenuate his offence, 
br 1 have had ſuch faults; but rather tell me, 1 
When I that cenſure him do fo offend, Wl. 
Le\mine own judgment pattern out my death, i 
\ ” And j | 
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e ſeryes a bad woman; whoſe houſe, fir, was, as they ſay 
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And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muſt die. 

Eſcal. Be it, as your wiſdom will. 

Ang. Where is the provoſt ? 

Prov. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Pe executed by nine to-morrow morning: 
Bring bim his confeſſor, let him be prepar'd; 
For that's the utmoſt of his pilgrimage. [ Exit. Prov, 

Eſcal. Well, heaven forgive him! and forgive us all! 


Some rife by ſin, and ſome by virtue fall: 


Some run from brakes of vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 


« Fnter ELBow, FRoOTH, Clown, Officers, &c. 


« Elb. Come, bring them away : if theſe be good peo- 
ce ple in a common-weal, that do nothing but uſe their 


d abuſes in common houſes, I know no law: bring them 


© away. 
« Ang. How now, fir! What's your name? and what's 
& the matter? _ 

Elb. If it pleaſe your honour, I am hs poor duke's 
& conſtable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon juſ- 
< tice, ſir, and do bring in here before your good honour 
ce two notorious benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors? Well; what benefactors are Dept 2 
are they not malefattors? 
« Elb. If it pleaſe your honour, I know not well what 


they are: but preciſe villains they are, that I am ſure 


« of; and void of all profanation in the world, that goad- 
80 chriſtians. ought to have, 
'« Eſcal. This comes off well; here's a _ officer. 
« Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? Elbow: is: 
« your name? Why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow ? 
« Cl:wn. He cannot, fir ; he's out at elbow. 
Ang. What are you, fir? 
« Elb. He, fir? a tapſter, fir; parcel- bawd ; one that 


« pluck's down in. the ſuburbs; and now ſhe profeſkes / 
e hot-houſe, which, I think, is a very ill houſe too. 

« Eſcal, How know you wc 5 4 | 
, ; ; 44 %. 
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« Elb. My wife, fir, whom I deteſt before heaven and 
«© your honour, 
& Fſcal, How! thy wife? 

&« Elb. Ay, ſir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honeſt 
« woman ; — | 0 OT 

&« Eſcal. Doſt thou deteſt her therefore? 

« Elb. I ſay, fir, I will deteſt myſelf alſo, as well as ſhe, 
« that this houſe, if it be not a bawd's houſe, it is pity of 
« her life, for it is a naughty houſe. 

* Eſcal. How doſt thou know that, conſtable ? 

« Eb. Marry, ſir, by my wife; who, if ſhe had been a 


& fornication, adultery, and all uncleanneſs there. 

« Eſcal. By the woman's means ? 

« Elh, Ay, ſir, by miſtreſs Over-done's means: but as 
ce ſhe ſpit in his face, ſo ſhe defy'd him. 

« Clown, Sir, if it pleaſe your honour, this is not ſo. 


et able man, prove it. 
« Eſcal. Do you hear how he miſplaces ? 

[To ANGELO. 
« Clnwon, Sir, ſhe came in great with child; and long- 
“ ing (ſaving your honour's reverence) for ſtew'd prunes ; 
«ſir, we had but two in the houſe, which at that very 
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ſome three- pence; your honours have ſeen ſuch diſnes; 
& they are not China diſhes, but very good diſhes. 

« Eſcal. Go to, go to; no matter for the diſh, fir. 

„% Clown. No, indeed, fir, not of a pin; you are therein 
© in the right: but, to the point: As I ſay, this miſtreſs 
Elbow, being, as IL ſay, with child, and being great bel- 
* ley'd, and longing, as I faid, for prunes; and having but 
„ two in the diſh, as I ſaid, maſter Froth here, this very 
« man, having eaten the reſt, as 1 ſaid, and, as I ſay, pay- 
ing for them very honeſtly for, as you know, malſler 
* Froth, I cou'd not give you three pence again. 

% PFroth. No, indeed. 

% Clown. Very well: you being then, if you be remem- 
* ber'd, cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid prunes. 

6 Proth. Ay, ſo I did, indeed. 
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% woman cardinally given, might have been accuſed in 


«£1, Prove it before theſe varlets here, thou honour- 


« diſtant time ſtood as it were, in a fruit-diſh, a diſh of 
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* Clown, Why, very well: I telling m then, if you 
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« be remember'd, that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were 
ce paſt cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept very 

« good diet, as I told you.“ 

« Frath. All this is true. 

& Claun. Why, very well then. 

« FEſcal. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the pur- 
* poſe, — What was. done to Elbow's wife, that he hath 
* cauſe to complain of? come me to what was done to 


© her. 


Coton. Sir, your bonne cannot come to that yet. 

% Eſcal. No, fir, nor I mean it not. 

* Clown. Sir, but you ſhall come to it, by your ho- 
© nour's leave: And, 1 beſeech you, look into maſter 
“ Froth here, fir; a man of fourſcore pound a year; 


© whoſe father dy'd at Hallowmas :— Was't not at Hal- 


* Jowmas, maſter Froth ? 
4 Froth, All-hollond eve. 
* Clown. Why, very well: J hope here be truths : He, 


6 ſir, ſitting, as I ſay, in a lower chair, fir ;—'twas in the 


« Bunch of grapes, where, indeed, You have a n to 
6 fit, have you not? 

« Freth, 1 have ſo; becauſe it is an open room, and 

© good for winter, 

« Clown. Why, very well then on hope here be 
« truths. 

« Ang. This will laſt out a night in Ruſlia, 
« When nights are longeſt there: I'll take my leave, 
& And leave you to the hearing of the cauſe; 
„ Hoping, you'll find good cauſe to whip them all. 

„ Eſcal. I think no leſs: Good morrow to your lord- 

ſhip. [Exit ANGELO. 

« Now, ſir, come on : What Was done to Elbow' s wife, 
« once more? 

* Clown. Once, fir? there was nothing done to her 
once. 

« E!7þ. I beſeech you, fir, aſk kim what this man did 
«to my wife. 

% Clown, | beſeech your honour, aſk me. 

« Eſcal. Well, fir; what did this gentleman to her? 

& Clo, 1 befeech you, fir, look in this gentleman? 8 
face: Good maſter Froth, look upon his honour; 5 
by Or 
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« for a good Patrol Doth your honour mark his 
« face? 
« Eſcal. Ay, ſir, very well. 
% Clown, Nay, I befeech you mark it well. 
„ FEfſcal. Well, I do fo. 
% Clown. Doth your honour ſee any harm 1 in his face? 
& Eſcal. Why, no. 


-_ 


„ worſt thing about him, how could maſter Froth do the 


e conſtable's wife any harm? 1 would know that of your 


“ honour. \ 

% Eſcal. He's in the right: cooltable, what ſay you 
to it? 
„ Elb. Firſt, an it like you, the houſe is a reſpected 
00 houſe; next, that is a reſpected fellow; and his miſtreſs 
jg a relpected woman. 


& Clown. By this hand, ſir, his wife is a more reſpected 


* perſon than any of us all. 
„ F/b. Varlet, thou lieſt ; thou lieſt, wicked varlet : 
t the time is yet to come, that ſhe was ever reſpected with 
& man, woman, or child. 
Coon. Sir, (he was reſpected with bim before he 
% marry'd with her, 
Eſcal. Which is the wiſer here? Juſtice or Iniquity? 
Is this true? 

« Elb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O chou wicked 
% Hannibal ! I reſpected with her, before I was marry'd 
* to her? If ever I was reſpected with her, or ſhe with 
* me, let not your worſhip think me the poor duke's of- 
** ficer : —Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or yy have 
* mine action of battery on thee, 

“ Fſcal. If he took you a box o' the ear, you might 
“% have your action of ſlander too. 
Elb. Marry, I thank your good worſhip for it: What 
is't your worthip's pleaſure I ſhall do with this wicked 
„ cairiff ? 


« Eſeal. Truly, officer, becauſe he hath ſome Mi 


“jn him, that thou wouldſt diſcover if thou couldſt, let 


him continue in his courſes, till thou know i what they | 


es axe. 
« Elb. 


Clown. I'll be ſuppos'd upon a book, his face is the 
„ worlt thing about him: Good then; if his face be the 
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« Elb. Marry, I thank your worſhip for it: Thou 
6 ſeeſt, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon thee; 
* thou art to continue now, thou varlet; thou art to con- 
*« tinue, 

« Eſcal. Where were you born, friend? [To FROTH. 

« Froth. Here in Vienna, fir. | 

« Eſcal. Are you of fourſcore pounds a year? 

% Froth, Yes, and't pleaſe you, fir. : 

* FJcal. $0,—What trade are you of, fir ? 

[To the Clown, 

„Ch. A tapſter; a poor widow's tapſter. 

* Efcal. Your miſtreſs's name? 

& (loꝛun. Miſtreſs Overdone, - 

% Eſcal. Hath ſhe had any more than one huſband ? 

% Ciown. Nine, ſir; Over-done by the laſt. 

« Fjcal. Nine come hither to me, maſter Froth, 
&« Maſter Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
„ tapſters ; they will draw you, maſter Froth, and you 
« will hang them: Get you gone, and let me hear no more 
« of you. 

« Freth. 1 thank your worſhip : For mine own part, 
« ] never come into any room in a tap-houſe, but I am 
& drawn in. 

1% Eſcal. Well; no more of it, maſter Froth : farewel. 
Come you hither to me, maſter Tapſter; what's your 
% name, maſter Tapſter ? 

„ Clown. Pompey. 

e Hſcal. What elſe ? 

« Clown, Bum, fir, | 

« Eſcal. Troth, and your Yon is the greateſt thing 


about you; ſo that, in the beaſtlieſt ſenſe, you are 


Pompey the great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, 
% Pompcy, howſoever you colour it in being tapſter ; Are 
" "yu not ? come, tell me true; it ſhall be the better for 
ou. 
«. Clown. Truly, fir, I am a poor fellow that would live, 
* Eſcal, How would you live, Pompey ? by being a 
© bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey ? is 
de jt a lawful trade? 
& Clown. If the law will allow 1 it, ſir. 


« Eſeal. 
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& Eſcal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey; nor 
6 it {hall not be allowed in Vienna. 

* Clown. Does your worſhip mean to geld and {pay all 
« the youth in the city? 

e Eſcal. No, pompey. 


« Clown. Truly, fir, in my Poor opinion, they will to' t 


« then: If your worſhip will take order for the drabs and 
« the knaves, you need not fear the bawds. 


* Eſcal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 


« you : it is but heading and hanging. 


& Clown. If you head and hang a all that offend that way | 


& hut for ten years together, you'll be glad to give out a 
« commitſion for more heads. If this law hold in Vicana 
© ten years, I'll rent the faireſt houſe in it, after three 
* pence a bay: If you live to ſee this come to pals, ſay, 


% Pompey told you ſo, 


« Eſcal. Thank you, good Pompey : and in requital of 
&« your prophecy, hark you, — I adviſe you, let me not 


% find you before me again upon any complaint whatſo- 


« ever, no not for dwelling were you do; if 1 do, Pom- 
« pey, 1 ſhall beat you to your tent, a prove a ſhrewd 


« you whipt : fo, for this time, ee fire you wall, 

« Clown. I thank your worſhip for your good countel ; 
but I ſhall follow it, as the (lclh and fortune ſhall better 
oy gr 
„Whip me? No, no: let carman whip his jade ; : 

Phe bent heart's not whipt out of his trade. [ Exit. 

« Ejcal. Come hither to me, maſter Elbow; come hi- 


by ther, maſter conſtable. How ong have you been in 


6 this place of couſtable ? 
« Elb. Seven years and a half, fir. 


Eſcal. I thought, by your readineſs in the office, you 


had continued in it ſome time: You fay, ſeven years 


(together? 


« EI. And a half, fir, 
* Eſcal. Alas! it hath been great pains to you | they 


do you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't: Are there not 


“men in your ward ſufficient to ſerve it? 5 
* Elb, Faith, ſir, few of any wit in ſuch matters: as 


* they are choſen, they are glad to chuſe me for them; . 


55 do 


— 


f 
} 
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« do it for ſome piece of money, and go through with 
« all. 
Eſcal. Look you, bring me in the names of ſome ſix 
« or ſeven, the molt ſufficient of your pariſh. 
Elb. To your worſhip's houſe, fir ? 
by. Eſcal. To my houſe : Fare you well. 
8 What s o'clock, think you? 
«Taff, Eleven, ſir. 
* Fſcal. I pray you home to dinner with me. 
« Fuſt. J humbly thank you. 
« Eſcal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio; „ 
* But there's no remedy. 
*© Juſt. Lord Angelo is ſevere. 
** Eſcal. It is but needful: 
% Mercy is not itſelf, that oft looks ſo; 
% Pardon is ſtil] the nurſe of ſecond woe: 
gut yet, Poor Claudio There s no remedy. 
v Come, fir, | [ Exennt. 


SCENE I. 
% AXGEL0's houſe. Enter Provoſt, and a Servant. 


« Serv. He's hearing of a cauſe; he will come ſtraight ; 
46 I'll tell him of you. 
&« Prov. Pray you, do. | Exit Servant] PII know 

4 His pleaſure ; may be, he will relent ; Alas, 

& He hath but as offended in a dream | 

« All ſets, all ages ſmack of this vice; and he 

« To die for it |— | 


&« Enter ANGELO. 


« Ang, Now, what's the matter, provoſt ?” 
Prov. Is it your will Claudio ſhould die to-morrow ? 


Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea? hadſt thou not order: ? 
Who doſt thon aſk again ? 

Prov. Leſt I might be too raſh : 
Under, your good correction, I have ſeen, 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. : 
Ang. 
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Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 
Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. | 
Prov. I crave your honour's pardon,— 
What ſhall be done, fir, with the groaning Juliet: ? 
She's very near her hour. 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fitting place ; and that with ſpeed. 
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[Re-enter Serwant.] 


Serv. Here is the ſiſter of the man condemn” d, 
Deſires acceſs to you. 
Ang. Hath he a ſiſter ? 
Pro. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid, 
And to be ſhortly of a ſiſter- hood, , 
If not already. 2 
Ang. Well, let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 
« See you, the fornicatreſs be remov'd; „ 
„Let her have need ful, but not laviſh means; 
There ſhall be order for it.“ 


Enter Lucio and ISABELLA. 
*© Prov. Save your hanour !” 
Ang. © Stay yet a while.” [T IsaB.] You are wel- 
come: What's your will? 85 
Jab. I am a woeful ſuitor to your honour, 
Pleaſe but your honour hear me. 
Ang. Well; what's your ſuit ? 
Jab. There is a vice, that moſt I do abhor, 
And moſt deſire ſnould meet the blow of juſtice; 
For which I would not plead, but that J maſt; 
For which I would not plead, but that I am 
At war, *twixt will and will not. 
Ang. Well; the matter? 
1 have a brother is condemn'd to die: 
I do beſeech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 
Prov. Heaven give the moving graces! 
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it! 
Why, every fault condemn'd, ere it be done : 


Mine were the very cypher of a function, 1 
; 0 
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To find the faults, whoſe fine ſtands in record, 


And let go by the actor. 
Jab. O juſt, but ſevere law! 
I had a brother then, Heaven keep your honour, 


Luciv. | To Is AB.] Giv't not o'er ſo: to him again, 
intreat him; 


Eneel down before bim, hang upon his gown; 


You are too cold: if you ſhould need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a . deſire it: 


To him I ſay. 


Iſab. Muſt he needs die} 5 
Ang. Maiden, no remedy. | 
Jab. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy, 
Ang, I will not do't. 
1/ab. But can you, if you would ? 
Ang. Look, what IL will not, that I cannot do, 
1/ab. But might you do't, and do the world no wrong, 
If ſo your heart were trouch'd with that remorle 
As mine 1s to him ? 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd; *tis too late. 
& Lucio, You are too cold, [To ISABELLA.” 
1/ab. Too late? why, no; I, that do ſpeak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones *longs, 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed {word, 
'The marſhal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half {0 good a grace, 
As mercy does. 
If he had been as you, and you as he, 
You would have ſlipt, like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been ſo ſtern. 
Ang. Pray you, be gone. 
Lab. 1 would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Iſabel ! ſhould it then be thus? 
No; I would tell what *twere to be a Judge, 


And what a priſoner. 


Lucio. ¶ Aſide,] Ay, touch him : there's the vein. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 


And you but waſte your words. 


on Alas ! | alas! 
Why, 
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Why, all the ſouls that were, were forfeit once; 
And He that might the vantage beſt-have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of judgment, ſhould 
But judge you, as you are? Oh, think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 
Ang. Be you content, fair maid : 
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinſman, brother, or my ſon, 
It ſhould be thus with him ;—he muſt die to-morrow. 
Jab. To-morrow ? Oh, that's ſudden ! Spare him, 
ſpare him ; 
« He's not prepar'd for death ! ! Een for our kitchens 
„We kill the fowl, of ſeaſon ; ſhall we ſerve heaven 
With leſs reſpeRt than we do miniſter 
« To our groſs ſelves ?'? Good, good my lord, bethink you: 
Who is it that hath died for this offence? 
There's many have committed! it. 
Lucio. Ay, well ſaid. 


Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath. 


„ Cy 
Thoſe many had not Jar'd to do that evil, 
If the firſt man, that did the edict infrioge, 
Had anſwer'd for his deed : ** now, *tis awake; 
© Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
“Looks in a glaſs that ſhews what future evils, 
“(Either now, or by remiſſneſs new-conceiv'd, 
And ſoin progreſs to be hatch'd and born) 
Are now to have no ſucceſſive degrees, 
*« But, ere they live, to end.“ 
Iſab. Yet ſhew ſome pity. 
Ang. I ſhew it moſt of all, when I ſhew juſtice ; 
For then I pity thoſe I do not know, 
Which a diſmis'd offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that, anſwering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be fatisfy'd ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 
Jab. So you muſt be the firſt, that gives this ſentence ; 
And he, that ſuffers; Oh, it is excellent 
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Split'ſt the nnwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the ſoft myrtle: O, but man, proud man, 


To have a giant's ſtrength; but it is tyrannous, 
To uſe it like a giant. 
Lucio. That's well ſaid. 
{jab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himſelf does, Jove would ne'er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer, 
Would uſe his heaven for thunder; nothing but thun 
der. — 
Merciful heaven! 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulphurous bolt 


(Dreſt in a little brief authority; i | 

Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd, 

His glaſſy eſſence) like an angry ape, 

Plays ſuch fantaſtic tricks before high heaven, 

As make the angels weep; © who, with our ſpleens, 


Would all themſelves laugh mortal, 


* Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, wench : he will relent, 


„He's coming: I perceiv't.” 


Prov. Pray heaven ſhe win him! 

Iſab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourſelf : 
Croat men may jeſt with faints : 'tis wit in them; 
But, in che lefs, foul profanation. 

Lucio. Thou'rt in the right, girl; more o' that. 

« 7/ab. That in the captain's but a cholerick word, 

« Which in the ſoldier is flat blaſphemy. 

Lucio. Art advis'd o' that? more on't.” 

Ang, Why do you put theſe ſayings upon me? 

{/ab, Becauſe authority, though it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itſelf, 

That ſkins the vice o' the top: Go to your boſom ; 
Knock there ; and aſk your heart, what it doth know 
That's like my brother's fault : if it confeſs 


A natural guiltineſs ſuch as is his, 


Ler it not ſound a thought upon your tongue 


| Againſt my brother's lite. 


Ang. ¶ Aſide.) She ſpeaks, and tis 
Such ſenſe, that my ſenſe breeds with it. 
Fare you well. [To ISAB. 
Tab. Gentle, my lord, turn back. 
Ang. 


— 


br. * 
* 
WE. 
5 
* 
. 
* 
= * 
=_ 
Br 
» 
b- 
1 
= 
= 
- al 
= 
1 
77 
0 
Ko 
EN, 


Shall we deſire to raze the ſanctuary, 


Doſt thou deſire her foully, for thoſe things 
That make her good ? Oh, let her brother live: 
* Thieves for their robbery have authority, 
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Ang. I will bethink me: - Come again to-morrow. 
Jſab. Hark, how I'll bribe you : © Good my lord, turn 
back.” 
Ang. How ! bribe me? 
Jab. Ay, with ſuch gifts, that heaven thall ſhare with 
1 
1 You had marr'd all, elſe. 
Jab. Not with fond Hekels of the teſted gold, 
Or ſtones, whole rates are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That ſhall be up at heaven, and enter there, 
Ere ſun-riſe ; prayers from preſerved ſouls, 
From faſting maids, whoſe minds are dedicate | 
To nothing temporal. 
Ang. Well, come to me to-morrow. - 
« Lucio. Go to; tis well; [ 4/ide to Is AB. ] away.“ 
Jſab. Heaven keep your honour late! 
Ang. Amen: 


For I am that way going to temptation, Aide. 


Where prayers crols. 
Jab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordſhip ? 
Ang. At any time *fore noon. ; | 
Jab. Save your honour! [ Zxeunt Lucio and Is AB, 
Ang. From thee; even from thy virtue !— 
What's this? what's this? Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who ſins moſt ? Ha! 
Not the; nor doth ſhe tempt © but it is I, 
That lying, by the violet, in the ſun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous ſcaſon. Caa it be, | 
That modeſty may more betray our ſenſe [ 
Than woman's lightneſs ? having waſte ground enough, 


And pitch our evils there ? Oh, fie, fie, fie! 
What doſt thou? or what art thou, Angelo? 


W ben judges ſteal themſelves. What ? do I love her, 
That I deſire to hear her ſpeak again, 
| £3 And 
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And feaſt upon her eyes? © What is't I dream on?“ 

Oh, cunning enemy, that, to catch a ſaint, | 

With ſaints doſt bait thy hook ! ! moſt dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To fin in loving virtue : never could the ſtrumpet, 

With all her double vigour, art and nature, 

Once ſtir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite: — Ever, till now, 

When men were fond, I imil'd, and wonder'd ry | 
xits 


SCENE III. 


A Priſon, Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and 
Provoſt. 


Puke. Hail to you, provoſt ! ſo, I thiok, you are. 
Prov. am the provoſt : What's your will, good friar ? 
Duke, Bound by my charity, and my bleſs'd order, 
come to viſe the afflicted ſpirits 
Here | in the priſon : do me the common right 
Lo let me ſe them; and to make me know 
8 nature of their crimes, that I may miniſter 
them accordingly. 


v. I would do more than thar, if more were need- 
tul. | 


Enter JULIET, 


Look, here comes one; a gentlewoman “of mine, 
„ Who falling! in the flaws of her own youth, 

% Hath bliſter*d her report:“ She is with child; 
And he that got it, ſeatenc'd ; a young man 
More fit to do another ſuch offence, 

Than die for this, 
Duke. When muſt he die ? | 
Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. — 
T have provided for you; ſtay a while, [To JoLIE T. 
And you ſhall be conducted. 1 1 
Duke, Repent you, fair one, of the ſin you carry ? 
Juliet, Ido; and bear the ſhame moſt patiently. 'D 
Ae. 
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Duke. I'Il teach you how you ſhall arraign your con- 
ſcience, 
And try your penitence, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 
Juliet. VII gladly learn. 
Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you? 
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him, 
Duke, So then, it ſeems, your moſt offenceful act 


Was mutually committed ? 


Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke, Then was your fin of better kind than his, 

Juliet. I do confeſs it, and repent it, father. | 

Duke. *Tis meet ſo daughter: But leſt you do repent, 
As that the fin hath brought you to this ſhame, — 
„Which ſorrow is always towards ourſelves, not heaven; 


« Shewing, we would not {pare heaven, a as we love it, 


* But as we ſtand in fear, — 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil; 
And take the ſhame with joy. 

Duke. There reſt. 
Your partner, as I hear, muſt die to- .morrow, 
And I am going with inſtruction to him: 
Grace go with you | benedicite. CExit. 

FJuliet. Muſt die to-morrow ! Oh, injurious love, 

© That reſpites me a life, whole roy: comfort 
* Is ſtill a dying horror! 

Prov. Tis pity of bim. 


Ae... 


_ | Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
ANGELo's Houſe. 


Ang g. When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To ſeveral ſubjects : : heaven hath my empty words ; 


Enter ANGELO. 


Whilſt my intention, hearing not my tongue, 


Anchors on Iſabel : Heaven is in my mouth, 
« As if I did but only chew its name;“ 
And in my heart, the ſtrong and ſwelling wil 


Ot my conception: The ſtate, whereon I ſtudied, 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious; 3 yea, my gravity, 


C4 Wherein 
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5 Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 


Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain, Oh place! oh form ! 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiſer ſouls 

To thy falſe ſeeming ? © Blood, thou art but blood: 


Let's write good angel on the devil's horn, 


D Tis not the devil's creſt,” 


Enter Servant. 


How now, who's there? 


Serv. One Iſabel, a ſiſter, deſires acceſs to you. 
Ang. Teach her the way. | Solus.] Oh heavens! 
Why does my blood thus multer to my heart, 
< Making both it unable for itſelf, 


„ And diſpoſſeſſing all wy other 222 


4 Of neceſſary fitneſs ? 


„ 80 play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwoons 3 - 


“ Come all to help him, and to ſtop the air 

& By which he ſhould revive : and even ſo 

« The general, ſubject to a well-wiſh'd king, 
Quit their own part, and in obſequious fondneſs 
« Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love 
Muſt needs appear offence.” 


Enter IS ABEL L A. 


How now, fair maid ? 
| Jab, 1am come to know your pleaſure, 
Ang. That you might know it, would much better 
pleaſe me, 
Than to demand what *tis. Your brother cannot live, 
Jab. Even ſo ?—Heaven keep your honour ! [ Going. 
Ang, Yet may he live a while; and, it may be, 


As long as you, or I: Yet he muſt die. 


1/ab, Under your ſentence ? 
Ang. Yea. 
70 When, I beſeech you? that in his reprieve, 


_ Longer, or ſhorter, he may be ſo fitted, 


That his ſoul ſicken not. 


Ang. Ha! Fie, theſe filthy vices | It were as good 2 
— 0 
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To pardon him, that hath from nature ſtolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their ſawey ſweetneſs, that do coin heaven's image 
In ſtamps that are forbid : «ris all as eaſy | 
„„ Falſely to take away a life true made, 
« As to put metal in reſtrained means, 
fo make a falſe one.” 
Tſab. Tis ſet down fo in heaven, but not in earth, 
Ang. Say you ſo? then I ſhall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather, That the moſt juſt law 
Now took your brother's life; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſs, 
As ſhe that he hath ſtain'd ? We 
Iſab. Sir, believe this, 
J had rather give my body than my ſoul. 
Ang. I talk not of your foul; Our compell'd fins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. : 
Jab. How ſay you? | 
Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that ; for I can ſpeak 
Againſt the thing I ſay. Anſwer to this, — 
I, now. the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a ſentence on your brother's life: 
Might there not be a charity in ſin, 
To fave this brother's life? 
Iſab. Pleaſe you to do't, 
I'll take it as a peril to my ſoul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. . 
Ang. Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your foul, 
Were equal poize of ſin and charity. 
Jſab. That I do beg his life, if it be ſin, 
Heaven, let me bear it! you granting of my ſuit, 
If that be fin, I'll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your, anſwer. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me: 


Your ſenſe purſues not mine : either you are ignorant; 


Or ſeem ſo, craftily ; and that's not good. | 
Jab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But praciouſly to know I am no better. 
Ang. Thus wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 
When it doth tax itſelf ; ** as theſe black maſks 


& Proclaim 


* 
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« Proclaim an enſhield beauty ten times louder 
„Than beauty could diſplayed.” - But mark me; 
To be received plain, T'll ſpeak more groſs: 
Your brother is to die, 

Jſab. So. 

Ang. And his offence is fo, as it appears 
Accountant to the law pen that pain. 

Jab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to ſave his life, 
(As I ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loſs of queſtion), that you, his ſiſter, 
Finding yourſelf defir'd of ſuch a perſon, 
Whoſe credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother frem the manacles 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 
You maſt lay down the treaſures of your body 
To this ſuppoſed, or elſe let him ſuffer ; 
What would you do ? 

Jab. As much for my poor brother, as ayſelf 
That is, were I under the terms of death, 
The impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 
And ſtrip myſelf to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been ſick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to ſhame, 

Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 
lab. And 'twere the cheaper way: 
Better it were, a brother dy'd at once, 
Than that a ſiſter, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. | 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the ſentence 
That you have ſlander'd ſo ? | 

1/ab. Ignominy in ranfom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houſes : lawful mercy 

Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You ſecm'd of late to make the law a tyrant; 
And rather prov'd the ſliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Jſab. O pardon me my lord ; it oft falls out 
To bave what we would have, we e ſpeak not what we 

mean: 


1 ſome- 
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1 ſomething do excuſe the thing J hate, 

For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. Weare all frail, : 

Tjab, Elſe let my brother die, 

5 Tf not a feodary, but only he, 

«© Owe, and {ſucceed by weakneſs.” 

Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 

ſab. Ay, as the glaſſes where they view themſelves ; 
Which are as eaſy broke as they make forms, 

«© Women !—Help heaven ! men their creation mar 


In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ;” 


For we are as ſoft as our complexions are, 


And credulous to falſe prints. 


Ang. I think it well: 
And from this teſtimony of your own ſex, „ 


(Since, 1 ſuppoſe, we are made to be no ſtronger, 


Than faults may ſhake our frames) let me be bold. 
I do arreſt your words; Be that you are, 

That 1s, a woman ; if you be more, + as none; 

If you be one (as you are well expreſs d 

By all external warrants) ſhew it now, 


By putting on the deſtin'd livery. 


{/ab. I have no tongue but one: gentle my lord, 


Let meintreat you ſpeak the former Janguage, 


Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
{/ab, My brother did love Juliet; 
And you tell me, that he ſhall die for it. 
Ang, He hall not, Iſabel, if you give me love. 
[/ab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in't, 
Which ſeems a little fouler thaa it is, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me, on my honour, 
My words exprefs my purpoſe. 
Tab. Ha ! little honour to be much believed, 
And moſt pernicious purpoſe !—** Seeming, ſeeming 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for't: | 
Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an out-ſtretch'd throat, III tell the world 
Aloud,, what man thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Iſabel ? 
My unfoil'd name, the auſtereneſs of my life, | 


My 
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That you ſhall ſtifle in your own report, 


Jo follow, as it draws; I'll to my brother: 
Though he hath fall'n by prompture of the blood, 


That had he twenty heads to tender down 


More than our brother is our chaſtity, 
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My vouch againſt you, and my place i the ſtate, 
Will ſo your accuſation over-weigh, 


And ſmell of calumny. I have begun; 
And now I give my ſenſual race the rein: 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite; 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes, 


That baniſh what they ſue for; redeem thy brother 


By yielding up thy body to my will ; 
Or elfe he muſt not only die the death, 


But thy unkindneſs ſhall his death draw out 


To lingering ſufferance: anſwer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the affection that now guides me moſt, 


I'll prove a tyrant to him: As for you, 

Say what you can, my falſe o'erweighs your true. | [Brit 
:/ab. To whom ſhould I complain? Did I tell this, 

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths, 

That bear in them one and the ſelf-ſame tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof! 

Bidding the law make ceurt'ſy to their will; 

<* Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 


Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of honour, _ 


On twenty bloody-blocks, he'd yield them up, 
Before his ſiſter ſhould her body ſtoop 
To ſuch abhorr'd pollution. 


Then, Iſabel, live chaſte, and, brother, die: 


J'll tell him yet of Angelo's requeſt, 
And fit his mind to death, for his ſoul's reſt. [Exit. 


— —u—?——Ü—ä: 
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ACT: III. SCENE I. 


The Pri iſon, Enter Duke, CLAUDIO, and Provoſt. 
Duke, - 


— 


8. then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo? 


Claud. The miſerable have no other medicine, 
But 7 hope : 


I have 
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I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die. 

Duke. Be abſolute for death; either death or life, 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life, = 
If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing, 

That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the ſkiey influences 

That do this habitation, where thou keep'ſt, 

Hourly aMi&t : merely, thou art death's fool; 

For him thou labour'ſt by thy flight to ſhun, 


And yet runneſt toward him ſtill: Thou art not noble; 


For all the accommodations, that thou bear'ſt, 
Are nurs'd by baſeneſs: Thou art by no means valiant : 
For thou doſt fear the ſoft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm: Thy beſt of reſt is ſleep, 

And that thou oft provok'ſt ; yet groſsly tear'ft 


Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyſelf ; 


« For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thouſand grains 

* That iſſue out of duſt :” Happy thou art not; 

For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv'ſt to get; 

And what thou haſt, forget'ſt: Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effects, 

“After the moon; If thou art rich, thou art poor 

For, like an aſs, whoſe back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear'ſt thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee : Friend haſt thou none; 

For thy own bowels, which do call thee ſire, 

The mere effuſion of thy proper loins, 

Do curſe the gout, ſerpigo, and the rheum, 


For ending thee no ſooner : Thou haſt nor youth, nor age; 


But, as it were, an after-dinner's ſleep, 

Dreaming on both: for all thy bleſſed youth 

Becomes as aged, aad doth beg the als 

* Of palſied eld; and when thou art old, and rich, 

Thou haſt neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 

To make thy riches pleaſant. What's yet in this, 

That bears the name of life? Let in this life | 

Lye hid more thouſand deaths : yet death we fear, 

That makes theſe odds all even, 
Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To ſue to live, I nd, I ſeek to die; 

And, ſeeking death, find life: Let it come on. 


Enter 
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Enter Is A BELL 1. 


Iſab. What, ho! Peace here; grace and good conpany! 
Prov. Who's there ? Come in : the wiſh deſerves a wel- 

come. 

Duke. Dear fir, ere long PII viſit you again. 

Claud. Moſt holy fir, 1 thank you. 

Iſab. My buſineſs is a word or two with Claudio. 
2 "ng very welcome. Look, fignior, here's your 

iſter 

Duke. Provoſt, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you pleaſe. 

Lufe. Bring them to ſpeak where I may be conceal'd, 
Yet hear them, [ Exeunt Duke and Provo? 
Claud. Now, ſiſter what's the comfort ? 
ab. Why, as all comforts are: moſt good indeed : 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 

Intends you for his ſwift ambaſſador, 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting leiger: | 

Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſj peed ; 
To-morrow you ſet on. | 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 
Jab. None, but ſuch remedy, as, to fave a head, 

To cleave a heart in twain, 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Jſab. Yes, brother, you may live; 
There is a deviliſh mercy in the judge, 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

% Claud. Perpetual durance? 

4 [ſab. Ay, juſt, perpetual durance; a reſtraint, 

« Though all the world's vaſtidiry you had, 

« Toa determin'd ſcope.” 
Claud. But in what nature ? 
ab. In ſuch a one as (you conſenting to't) 

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 

And leave you naked, 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Tab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio: and I quake, =. 
Leſt thou a Canara life ſnould'ſt entertain, 
And fix or ſeven winters, more reſpect 


_ 


os 


"3g 
2 
* 


—- 


Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ſt thou die? 
The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion ; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 
In corporal ſufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Think you I can a reſolution fetch 
From flowery tenderneſs ; If I muſt die, 
I will encounter darkneſs as a bride, 
And hug it in my arms. 

Jab. There ſpake my brother? there my father's eine 
Did utter forth a voice! Yes, thou muſt die: 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a life 


In baſe appliances. This outward-ſainted deputy, 


© Whole ſettled viſage and deliberate word 
« Nips youth i the head, and follies doth emmew, 
e As falcon doth the fowl, ”—is yet a devil; 
“ His filth within being caſt, he would appear 
« A pond as deep as hell.“ 
Claud. The princely Angelo? 
Jab. Oh, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 


The damned'ſt body to inveſt and cover 


« In princely guards!” Doſt thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might'ſt be freed ? 
Claud. Oh, heavens ! it cannot be. 
1/ab. Yes, he would give it thee, for this rank offence, 
So to offend him ſtill : This night's the time 
That I ſhould do what I abhor to name, 
Or elſe thou dy'ſt to-morrow. 
Claud. Thou ſhall not do't. 
Jab. Oh, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 
Claud. Thanks, dear Iſabel. 
Jab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud. Yes. — Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by the noſe? 
When he would force it, ſure it is no ſin; 
Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 
Jſab. Which is the leaſt ? 


— FE 
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Claud. If it were damnable, he, being ſo wiſe, 
Why would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably find? Oh Ifabel ! 

{/ab. What ſays my brother? 

Claus. Death is a fearful thing. 

Jab. And ſhamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lye in cold obſtruction, and to rot; s 
This ſenſible warm motion to become 
A kneeded clod; and the delighted ſpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 
In thriling region of thick-ribbed ice; 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 

And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 
The pendant world; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling !—tis too horrible! 

The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly life, 
That age, ach, penury, and impriſonment 

Can lay on nature, is a paradiſe 

To what we fear of death. 

IJſab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet ſiſter, let me live: 

What fin you do to ſave a brother's life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed ſo far, 
'That it becomes a virtue. 

Jab. ** Oh, you beaſt !”? 

Oh, faithleſs coward ! Oh, diſhoneſt wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice ? 

Is't not a kind of inceſt, to take life | 
From thine own ſiſter's ſhame ? What ſhould I think? 
Heaven ſhield, my mother play'd my father fair! 
For ſuch a warped ſlip of wilderneſs 

' Ne*er iſſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance : 
Die ; periſh ! might but my bending down 
 Keprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed: 
I'll pray a thouſand prayers for thy death, 

No word to ſave thee, 

Claud. Nay, hear me, Iſabel. 

Jab. Oh, fie, fie, fie 5 
Thy ſin's not accidental, but a trade: 
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Mercy to thee would prove itſelf a bawd : 
is beſt that thou dy'ſt quickly. 
Claud. Oh, hear me, Iſabella. 


Re-enter Dubin | 


Duke. Vouchſafe a word, young ſiſter, but one word. 
Iſab, What is your will! 8 

Duke. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would - 
by and by have ſome ſpeech with you: the ſatisfaction I 
would require, is likewiſe your owa benefit. | 

2B Iſab. I have no ſuperfluous leiſure ; my ſtay muſt be 
fſtoſen out of other affairs; but I will attend you a while. 
= Duke. [To CLAvuDIo de.] Son, I have over-heard 
what hath paſt between you and your ſiſter. Angelo had 


aſſay of her virtue, to practiſe his judgment with the diſ- 


her, hath made him that gracious denial, which he is moſt 
glad to receive: I am confeſſor to Angelo, and I know 
this to be true; therefore prepare yourſelf to death. Do 
not ſatisfy your reſolution with hopes that are fallible: 
_ to-morrow you mult die; go to your knees, and make 
ready. 

Claud, Let me aſk my ſiſter pardon. I am fo out of 
love with life, that I will ſue to be rid of it. 

[Exit CLAUD. Re-enter Provoſt. 


you. 

Prov. What's your will, father ? 

Duke. * That now you are come, you will be gone :” 
Leave me a while with the maid; my mind promiſes 
with my habit, no loſs ſhall touch her by my company. 
Prov. In good time. [Exit Prov. 


The aſſault, that Angelo hath made to you, fortune ha th 
convey'd to my underſtanding ; and, but that frailty hath 
examples for bis falling, I ſhould wonder at Angelo : 

How 


never the purpoſe to corrupt her; only he hath made an 


poſition of natures : She, having the truth of honour in 


Date. Hold you there; Farewel. Provoſt, a word with 


Duke. The hand, that hath made you fair, hath made 
you good : the goodneſs, that is cheap in beauty, makes 
beauty brief in goodneſs; but grace, being the ſoul of 
Jour complexion, ſhould keep the body of it ever fair. 
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How would you do to content this ſubſtitute, and to ſave 
your brother? 5 
lab. 1 am now going to reſolve him: I had rather my 
brother die by the law, than my ſon ſhould be unlawfully 
born. But oh, how much is the good duke deceiv'd in 
Angelo! if ever he returns, and I can ſpeak to him, J 
will open my lips in vain, or diſcover his government. 
Duke. That ſhall not be much amiſs: yer, as the mat- 
ter now ſtands, he will avoid your accuſation; he made 
trial of you only. — Therefore faſten your ear on my ad- 
viſings; to the love J have in doing good, a remedy pre- 
ſents itſelf. I do make myſelf believe, that you may molt 
uprighteouſly do a poor wronged lady a merited benefit; 
redeem your brother from the angry law; do no ſtain to 
your own gracious perſon; and much pleaſe the abſent 
duke, if peradventure, he ſhall ever return to have hearing 
of this buſineſs. 12 5 f 
Jſab. Let me hear you ſpeak further: I have ſpirit to 
x any thiog, that appears not foul in the truth of my 
pirit, ES 
1 Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodneſs never fearful, 
Have you rot heard ſpeak of Mariana, the ſiſter of Frede- 
rick, the great ſoldier, who miſcarried at ſea? 
 d/ab. I have heard of the lady, and good words went 
with her name. | 
Duke. Her ſhould this Angelo have marry'd ; was af- 
fianc'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed: be- 
tween which time of the contract, and limit of the ſo- 
lemnity, her brother Frederick was wreck'd at ſea, hav- 
ing in that periſh'd veſſel the dowry of his ſiſter. But 
mark, how heavily this befel to the poor gentlewoman : 
there ſhe loſt a noble and renowned brother, in his love 
toward her ever moſt kind and natural; with him the 
portion and ſinew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry ; 
with both, her ** combinate” huſband, this well ſeeming 
Angelo. | | 


1/ab. Can this be ſo? Did Angelo ſo leave her? 
Due. Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one of them 
with his comfort; ſwallow'd his vows whole, pretending, 
in her, diſcoveries of diſhonour : in few, beſtow'd her on 
her own lamentation, which yet ſhe wears for bis ſake ; 5 
9 . 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 41 


be, a marble to her — * is waſhed with them, but re- 
jents not. 

= Jab. What a merit were it in death, to take this poor 
maid from the-world ! What corruption i in this life, that 
it will let this man live But how out of this can ſhe 
avail ? 

Duke. It' is a rupture that you may enſily aa: and 
the cure of it not only faves your brother, but keeps you 
from diſhonour in doing it. 
Iſab. Shew me how, good father, 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affection ; his unjuſt unkindueſs, that 
in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love, hath, like an 


raly. Go you to Angelo; anſwer his requiring with a 


point; only refer yourſelf to this advantage, —firſt, that 
your ſtay with him may not be long; that the time may 
have all ſhadow and filence in it; and the place anſwer to 
convenience: this being granted i in courſe, now follows 
all. We ſhall adviſe this wronged maid to ſtead up your 


ledge itſelf hereafter, it may compel him to her recom- 
nour untainted. The poor Mariana adventaged, and the 


fit for his attempt. If you think well to carry this as you 
may, the doubleneſs of the benefit defends the deceit from 
reproof. What think you of it? 


truſt, it will grow to a'moſt proſperous perfection. 


ſpeedily to Angelo; if for this gight he intreat you to his 
ved, give him promiſe of ſatisf.Ction. I will preſently to 
Bt. Luke's; there, at the moated grange reſides this de- 
jected Mariana: © at that place call upon me; and diſ- 
© patch with Angelo, that it may be quickly.” 

Jab. I-thank you for this comfort: Fare you well, 
3000 father, __L[Exennt ſeverally. 


- ns SCENE 


impediment in the current, made it more vivicat and un- 


plauſible obedience; agree with his demands * to the 


appointment, go in your place; if the encounter acknow- 
3 _ pence: and here, by this, is your brother ſaved, your ho- 


corrupt deputy ſcaled. The maid will I frame, and make 


Jab. The image of it gives me content already; ; and, I 


Duke. « It lies much in your holding up: Haſte you 
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SCENE I. 


The ftreet, Re-enter Duke as a Friar, Elbow, Clown, 


and Officers. 


 Elbaw, Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and ſell men and women like beaſts, 


we ſhall have all the world drink brown and white 


baſtard. 

Dake, Oh, heavens ! what ſtuff is here ? 

„ Clown. „ Twas never merry world, ſince, of two * 
ec ries, the merrieſt was put down, and the worſer allowed 
« by order of law a furr'd gown to keep him warm; and 
te furr'd with fox and lamb-ſkins too, to ſignify, that 


00 craft, being richer than innocency, ſtands tor the fac- 


66 1 ing.“ 

Elb. Come your way, fir: 
friar. 

Duale, And you, good brother father What oftence 
hath this man made you, fir? 

Elb. Marry, fir, he hath offended the law; «ms. fir, 
«we take him to be a thief too, ſir; for we have dan 
“upon him, fir, a ſtrange pick-lock, which we have ſen: 
* to the deputy.” 

Duke. Fie, ſirrah; a bawd, a wicked bawd! 

The evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 

That is thy means to live : ** Do thou but think 
© What *tis to cram a maw, or cloath a back, 

& From ſuch a filthy vice: ſay, to thyſelf, — 5 
& From their abominable and beaſtly touches 

« drink, I eat, array myſelf, and live. 


Bleſs You, good father 


Canſt thou believe thy living is a life, 


So ſtinkingly depending? Go, mend, go, mend. 
Clown. Indeed, it does ſtink | in ſome ſort, ſir; but yet, 
ſir, I would prove 
Duke, Nay, if he devil bath given thee proofs for {in, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſon, officer; 
Correction and inſtruction muſt both work, 
Fre this rude beaſt will profit. 
Elb. He muſt before the deputy, fir ; he has given hin 
warning: 
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warning: the deputy cannot abide a whore maſter : if he 
be a whore-monger, and comes before him, he were as 
good go a mile on his errand. 5 
N Duke. That we were all, as ſome would ſeem to be, 
Free from all faults, © as faults from ſeeming free!“ 


Enter Lucio. 


« E]lþ. His neck will come to your waiſt, a cord, fir.” 


and a friend of mine. 1 
Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? what, at the heels 
of Cæſar? art thou led in triumph? What, is there none 
= of Pigmalion's images, newly made woman, to be had 
= now, © for putting the hand in the pocket and extracting 
niit clutched? what reply? ha? what ſay'ſt thou to this 
W © tune, matter, and method? Is't not drown'd i“ the laſt 
= © rain? ha? what ſay'ſt thou, trot ? is the world as it was, 


&« how? the trick of it? 
„% Duke. Still thus, and thus! ſtill worſe ! 


& procures ſhe ſtill? ha? 


„ ſhe is herſelf in the tub. | 

= © Lucio. Why, *tis good; it is the right of it; it muſt 
| © be ſo: ever your freſh whore, and your powder'd bawd : 

e an unſhun'd conſequence ; it muſt be ſo:“ Art going to 

priſon, Pompey ? , „ 

Clown. Yes, faith, fir. | 

= Lucio. Why, 'tis not amiſs, Pompey : farewel : go; ſay, 

I ſent thee thither. For debt, Pompey? or how? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then impriſon him: if impriſonment be 

the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right: Bawd is he, doubt- 

es, and of antiquity too; bawd-born, Farewel, good 

& Pompey: Commend me to the priſon, Pompey : You 

3 we" api good huſband now, Pompey ; you will keep the 

W houſe, | 1 8 

Clown, I hope, ſir, your good worſhip will be my bail. 

Lucio. No indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is not the 

Vear. I will pray, Pompey, to encreaſe your bondage: 


2 
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nun. I ſpy comfort; I cry bail; here's a gentleman, 


* man? Which is the way ? is it ſad, and few words? or 


Lucio.“ How doth my dear morſel, thy miſtreſs ? 


* Clown. Troth, fir, ſhe hath eaten up all her beef, and 
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if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle is the more: 
Adieu, truſty Pompey.— Bleſs you, friar. 
Duke, And you. 
Lucio. Does Bridget paint ſtill, Pompey ? ha? a 
Ell. Come your ways, fir ; come. 
Clown. You will not bail me then, fir ? 
Lucio. Then, Pompey ? nor now.—What news abroad, 


friar? what news? 


Elb. Come your ways, fir, come. 

Lucio. Go, — to kennel, Pompey,—go: 

C Exeunt ELBOw, Clown, and Meeri. 
What news, friar, of the duke? 

Duke. I know none; Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio. Some ſay, be is with the emperor of Ruſſa; 
other ſome, he is in Rome: But where is he, think you ? 

Duke. I know not where: but whereſoever, I wiſh him 
well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantaſtical trick of him, to ſteal 
from the ſtate, and uſurp the beggary he was never*born 
to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in bis abſence ; he puts 
tranſgicfſion tot. 

Duke. He does well in't. | 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do no harm 
in him: ſomething too crabbed that way, fiiar. 

| Dake. It is too general a vice, and ſeverity mult cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good ſooth, the vice is of a great hin- 
dred; it is well ally'd : but it is impoſſible to extirp it 
quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put down. They 
ſay, this Angelo was not made by man and woman, after 


the downright way of creation; Is it true, think you? 


Duke. How ſhould he be made then ? 

Lucio. Some report, a ſea-maid ſpawu'd him :—Some, 
that he was begot between two ſtock-fiſhes:—* But it is 
ah certain, that when he makes water, his urine is con- 
e peal'd ice; that I know to be true: and he is a motion 
& ungenerative, that's infallible.” _ 

Duke. You are pleaſant, ſir; and ſpeak k apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, for 
*© the rebellion of a cod- piece, to take away the life of 1 
* man?” Would the duke, that is abſent, have done this: 
ere he would have hang'd a man for the getting a hundred 
baſtards 
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baſtards, he would have paid for the nurſing a thonkud : 
he had ſome feeling of the ſport ; he knew the ſervice, and 
that inſtructed him to mercy. 

Dube, I never heard the abſent duke much detected for 
women; he was not inclin'd that way. 

Lucio. O, fir, you are deceiv'd, 

Duke, Tis not poſſible. 

Lucio, Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar of fifty ; . 
—and his uſe was, to put a ducket in her clack- diſh: the 
duke had crotchets in him : He would be drank too; 
that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, ſurely. 

Lucio, Sir, I was an inward of his: a ſhy fellow was 
the duke: and, I believe, I know the cauſe of his with- 
drawing. He 

Duke, What, I pr 'ythee, might be the Gale ? 

Lucio. No—pardon ;—'tis a ſecret muſt be lock'd with- 
in the teeth and the lips: but this I can let you under- 
ſtand, —The greater file of the ſubject held the duke to be 
wiſe. 

Duke. Wiſe ? why, no queſtion but he was. | 
Lucio. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fel- 
o-. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miſtaking ; 
the very fiream of his life, and the buſineſs he hath helm- 
ed, muſt, upon a warranted need, give him a better pro- 
clamation. Let him be but teſtimonied in his own bring - 
ings forth, and he ſhall appear, to the envious, a ſcholar, 
a ſtateſman, and a ſoldier: Therefore, you ſpeak unſkil- 
fully; or, if your knowledge be more, it is much darken'd 
in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke, Love talks with better Ed ay and Know- 
ledge with dearer love. 

Lucio. Come, fir, I know what I know. 

Duke. 1 can hardly believe that, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeak. But, if ever the duke return, (as our 
prayers are he may)let me deſire you to make your anſwer 
before him: If it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you have cou- 
rage to maintain it: Iam bound to call upon you; and, I 
Pray you, your name? 
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Lucio Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to the duke. 

Duke. He ſhall know 88 better, fir, if I may live to 
report you. | 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. Oh, you hope, the duke will return no more; or 
you imagine me too unhurtful an oppoſite. But, indeed, 
I can do you little harm: you'll forſwear this again. 

Lucio. I'll be hang'd firſt : thou art deceiv'd in me, friar, 
But no more of this: Canſt thou tell, if Claudio dic to- 
morrow, or no? 

Due. Why ſhould he die, fir ? 

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun- diſn. © 1 
& would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd again: this 
46 ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province with con- 
ce tinency ; ſparrows muſt not build in his houſe-eaves, 
% becauſe they are lecherous. The duke yet would have 
te dark deeds darkly anſwered ; he would never bring them 
* tolight : Would he were return'd ! marry, this Claudio 
% is condemn'd for untruſling.”” Farewel, good friar ; 3 1 
pr'ythee, pray for me. The duke, I ſay to thee again, 
would eat mutton on Fridays. He's now paſt it; yet, and 
I fay to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though ſhe 
ſmelt brown bread and garlick : ſay, that 1 ſaid ſo. Fare- 
wel. | [Exits 

Duke. No might nor greatneſs i in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape; back wounding calumny 
The whiteſt virtue firikes : : What king ſo ſtrong, 

Can tie the pall up in the flanderous tongue? 
But who comes here? 


Enter Esc ALUs, Proveft, & Bawd, and Officers, 


„ Eſcal. Go, away with her to priſon. 
% Bawd, Good my lord, be good to me; your honour 
6 js accounted a merciful man: good my lord. 

« Eſcal. Double and treble Bi; and ſtill for- 
« feit in the ſame kind ? this would make mercy ſwear, 
« and play the tyrant. 

« Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it 

leaſe your honour. 

* Bawd, My lord, oy. is one Lucio's ipformation a- 

e gainſt 
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« oainſt me: miſtreſs Kate Keep-down was with child by 
ce him in the duke's time, he promis'd her marriage; his 
« child is a year and quarter old, come Philip and Ja- 
« cob; I have kept it myſelf ; and ſee, how he goes about 
® to abuſe me. 

« Fſcal. That fellow is a fellow of mueh licence :—let 
„him be call'd before us.—Away with her to priſon : 
«Go to; no more words. [ Exeunt with the Baud.“ 
Provoſt, my brother Angelo will not be alter'd ; Claudio 
muſt die to-morrow : let him be furniſh'd with divines, 
and have all charitable preparation. if my brother wrought 
by my pity, it ſhould not be ſo with him. 

Prov. So pleaſe you, this friar has been with him, and 


advis'd him for the entertainment of death, 


Eſcal. Good even, good father, 

Duke. Bliſs and goodneſs on you! 

Eſcal. Of whence are you? 

Duke, Not of this country, though my chance is now. 


Jo ule it for my time: I am a brother 


Of gracious order, ** lately” come from the ſee, 
In ſpecial buſineſs from his holineſs. 
Eſcal. What news abroad i' the world? 
Dube. None, but that there is ſo great a fever on nood- 
neſs, that the diſſolution of it muſt cure it: novelty is only 
in requeſt ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind 
of courſe, as it is virtuous to be conſtant in any under- 
taking. There is ſcarce truth enough alive, to make 
* ſocieties ſecure ; but ſecurity enough, to make fellowſhips 


« accurs'd :” Much upon this riddle runs the wiidom of 


the world. This news is old enough, yet it is every day's 
news. I pray you, fir, of what diſpoſition was the duke. 


Eſcal. One, that, above all other ſtrifes, contended an 


pecially to know himſelf. 
Duke, What pleaſure was he given to? 
Eſcal. Rather rejoicing to ſee another merry, than 


merry at any thing which profeſs'd to make him rejoice : 


a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him to his 
events, with a prayer that they may prove proſperous ; 
and let me deſire to know, how you find Claudio pre- 
par'd? Iam made t- to underſtand, that you have lent him 


" viſitation. 


Duke. 
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Duke. He profeſſes to have received no ſiniſter mea. 
ſure from his judge, but moſt willingly humbles himſelf to 
the determination of juſtice : yet had he fram'd to himſelf, 
by the inſtruction of his frailty, many deceiving promiſes 
of life ; which I, by my good leifure, have diſcredited to 
him, and now is he reſolved to die. 

Eſcal. You have paid “ the heavens your function, 


© and” the priſoner the very debt of your calling. I have 
labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the extremeſt ſhore of 
my modeſty; but my brother juſtice have I found ſo ſevere, 


that he hath forc'd me to tell him, he is indeed —juſtice. 
Duke, If his own life anſwer the ſtraitneſs of his pro- 


ceeding, it ſhall become him well; wherein if he chance 


to fail, he hath ſentenc'd himſelf, 5 
Eſcal. Jam going to viſit the priſoner: Fare you well, 
| [ Exit, 


Should be as holy as ſevere; 

c Pattern in himſelf to know, 

© Grace to ſtand, and virtue go z" 

More nor leſs to others paying, 

Than by ſelf-offences weighing. 

Shame to him, whoſe cruel ſtrikin 

Kills for faults of his own liking ! 

Twice treble ſhame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow! 

Oh, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward ſide } 

& How may that likeneſs, made in crimes, 
% Making practice on the times, 

„Draw with idle ſpiders' ſtrings 

« Moſt pond'rous and ſubſtantial things!“ 
Craft againſt vice I muſt apply: 

With Angelo to-night ſhall lye 

His old betrothed, but deſpis d; 

So diſguiſe ſhall, by the diſguis'd, 

Pay with falſhood falſe exacting, „ : 
And perform an old contracting. Exit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Grange. 6 Enter MaRIANA, and Boy ſinging. 
* 0 N ©. 


& Take, oh, take thoſe lips away, 

« That fo ſweetly were forfworn ; 
& And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 

*© Lights that do mis-lead the morn : 
* But my kiſſes bring again, | 
| 25 bring again, 
© Seals of los, but ſeal d in vain, 

e ſeal d in vain, 


55 Meri. Break off thy ſong, and haſte thee quick a- 


5 way ; 3 


1 Here comes a man of comfort, whoſe advice | 


* Hath often ſtill'd my brawling diſcontent.— 
Enter Duke. : 


J ery you mercy, fir; and well could wiſh, 
« You had not found me here fo muſical: 
„% Let me excuſe me, and believe me ſo.— 
«© My mirth it much diſpleas'd, but pleas'd my woe. 
% Duke, *Tis good: though muſic oft hath ſuch a 
.< charm, 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 
« I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquir'd for me here 
* to-day ? much upon this time, have I promis'd here to 
meet. 
% Mari. You have not been enquir 'd after : have ſat 


* here all day.“ 


Enter IsA BELLA. 


* Dake. 1 do conſtaotly believe you : 
The time is come, even now. I ſhall crave your for- 
* bearance a little; may be, I will call upon you anon for 

«« ſome advantage to yourſelf. 
_* Mari, Jam always bound to Jou. [ 63166” 
Duke. 
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Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 
What is the news from this good deputy ? 
1/ab. He hath a garden “ circummur'd with brick, 
Whoſe weſtern fide is“ with a vineyard back'd; 
And to that vineyard is a. planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promiſe to call on him, 
Upon the heavy middle of the night. 
Due. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way? 
Jab. T have ta'en a due and wary note upon't : 
With whiſpering and moſt guilty diligence, 
In. action all of precept, he did ſhew me: 
The way twice o'er. 
Duke. Are there no other tokens _ 
Between you *greed, concerning her obſervance ? 2 
1/ab. No, none; but only a repair i' the dark; 
And that J have voſſeſs'd him, my moſt ſtay 
Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 
T have a ſervant comes with me along, 
That ſtays upon me; whole perſuaſion is, 
I come abour my brother. 
Duke, Tis well born up. 
I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this What, ho! within! come forth 


A 
"= 


c Re-enter . 


I pray you be acquainted with this maid, 
She comes to do you good. 
Jab. I do deſire the like, 
Duke. Do you perſuade yourſelf that I le you? 
Mari. Good friar, I know you do; and have found it. 
Duke, Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a ſtory ready for your ear: 
I ſhall attend your leiſure; but make haſte ; 
T he vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Will't pleaſe you walk aſide ? 
[Exeunt MAR. and Is AR, 
| Duke, 0 place 10 greatnels, millions of falſe eyes 5 
re 
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Are ſtuck upon thee! volumes of report 


Run with theſe falſe and moſt contrarious queſts 
Upon thy doings ! thouſand ſcapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 


And 1 1 thee in their fancies Welcome: How agreed 2 


Re-enter MARIAN A and ISABELLA, 


Tfab. She'll take the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you adviſe it. 

Duke. It is not my conſent, 
But my intreaty too. 

Tab. Little have you to ſay, | 
When you depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
Remember now my brother. 

Mari, Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all : 
He is your huſband on a pre- contract: 
To bring you thus together, 'tis no fin; 


Sith that the juſtice of your title to him 


Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us go; 


Our corn s to Fu for yet our tithe's to ſow. ¶ Exeunt. 


Lu a e —— 


8 © E NE IV. 
4 to the Priſon. Enter Provo and Clown. 


; Prov. Come hither, ſirrah: Can you cut off a man's 
ead ? | 

Clown, If the man be a battles. ſir, 1. but if he 
be a marry'd man, he is his wife's bead, and J can never 
cut off a woman's head. 

Prov. Come, fir, leave me your ſnatches, and yield me a 
direct anſwer. To-morrow morning are to die Claudio 


and Barnardine: Here is in our priſon a common execu- 
tioner, who in his office lacks a helper : if you will take 


it on you to aſſiſt him; it ſhall redeem you from your gyves ; 
if not, you ſhall have your full time of impriſonment, and 
your deliverance with an unpity'd whipping, for you have 
been a notorious bawd. 
Clown, Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out of 
mind; 
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mind; but yet I will be content to be a lawful hangman, 
1 would be glad to receive ſome inftruction from my fel. 
low partner. 


Prov. What ho, Abhorſon! where's Abhorſon, there? 


Enter ABHORSON. 


Abhor. Do you call, fir ? | 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-morrow 
in your execution: „if you think it meet, compound 
„ with him by the year, and let him abide here with you; 
& if not, uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſs him :” he 
cannot plead his eſtimation with you, he hath been a 

bawd. | 
Abhor. A bawd, fir? fie upon him, he will difcredit 
our miſtery. 

Prov. Go to, ſir; you weigh equally ; a feather will 
turn the ſcale. DLExit. 

Clown, Pray, fir, by your good favour (for, ſurely, fir, 
a good favour you have, but that you have a hanging 
look) do you call, fir, your occupation a 1 

Abhor. Ay, ſir; a miſtery. 

Clown. Painting, fir, I have heard fay, is a miſtery; 
and your whores, ſir, being members of my occupation, 
uſe painting, do prove my occupation a miſtery: but 
what miſtery there ſhould be in hanging, if I ſhould be 
hang'd, I cannot imagine, | 

Abhor. Sir, it is a a 

Clown. Proof. 

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief, 

Clown. If it be too little for your thief, your true man 
think it big enough ; if it be too big for your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough : ſo every true man's apparel 
fits your thief. 


Re- enter Provoſt. 
Prov. Are you agreed ? 1 


Clown. Sir, I will ſerve him; for I do find, your hang- 


man is a more peniteut trade than your bawd ; he doth 
oftner aſk torgivenels. 


Prov, 
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Prov. You, ſirrah, provide your block and your axe, * 
to-morrow four © clock. | | 
Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will inſtruct thee | in my \M 


trade ; follow. | 
Clown. I deſire to learn, fir; and, I hope, if you have 1 
occaſion to uſe me for your own turn, you ſhall find me i 
yare : for, truly, ſir, your kindneſs, I owe you a good = | 
turn. 1 Exit. | 
Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 
One has my pity; not a jot the other, e 1 


Being a murtherer, ** though he were my brother,” 


Enter CLAUDIO. 


'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou muſt be made immortal. Where's Barnardine ? 1 
Claud. As faſt lock d up in ſleep, as guiltleſs labour | 
When it lies ſtarkly in the traveller's bones: th 
He will not wake. _ | WK 
Prov. Who can do him good ? } 
Well, go, prepare yourſelf. [Exit CLaup. 7 „ But, hark, 
what noiſe?“ [ Knock within. 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort! —“ By and by; — 
« I hope it is ſome pardon, or reprieve, 
For the moſt gentle Claudio.—” Welcome, father. 


Enter Duke. 


Duke. The beſt and wholeſomeſt ſpirits of the night _— 
Invellop you, good provoſt ! Who call'd here ond late ? 7 
Prov. None, ſince the curiew rung. 4 

Prov, Not Iſabel? 
Prov. No. | 
Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 
Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 4 
Duke, There's ſome in hope. —_ 
Prov, It is a bitter deputy. q 
Duke. Not ſo, not ſo ; his life is parallel“ d 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great juſtice ; . 
He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelf, which he ſpurs on his power 


[ 
Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death: | h 
| : | 


To 
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To qualify in others : were he meal'd 

With that, which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ? 
But this being ſo, he s juſt Now are they come.— 

[ Knock, Provoſt goes ont 
This is a gentle provoſt; Seldom, when 

he ſteeled gaoler is the friend of men.— 

How now? what noiſe? that ſpirit's poſſeſs'd with haſte, 
That wounds the unreſiſl ing poſtern with theſe ſtrokes. 


Provoſt returns, © Jpeaking to one at the Door.” 


Prov. There muſt he ſtay, until the officer 
Ariſe to let him in; he is call'd up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he muſt die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, ſir, none. 

Due. As near the dawning, provoſt, as it is, 
You ſhall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily, | 
You ſomething know; yet, I believe there comes 
No countermand ; * no ſuch example have we: 
« Beſides, upon the very fiege of juſtice,” 

Lord Angelo hath to the public car 
Profeſs'd the contrary. 


Euter a Maſenger. 


Duke, This is his lordſhip” s man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon. 

Mel. My lord hath ſent you this note; and by me this 
further charge, that you ſwerve not from the ſmalleſt ar- 
ticle of it, neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 
Good morrow ; for, as 1 take it, it is almoſt day. 


Prov. I ſhall obey him. [Exit Meſſenger. 
Duke. © This is his pardon ; purchas'd by ſuch lin, 
| [Aids. 


& For which the pardoner himſelf is in: 

< Hence hatn offence his quick celerity, 

When it is borne in high authority: 

When vice makes mercy, mercy's ſo extended, 

& Thar, for the fault's love, is the offender friended.— 
Now, fir, what news ? 


Prov. I told you: Lord Angelo, be-like, thinking me 
remiſs 
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remiſs in 'my office, awakens me with this unwonted 

putting on: methinks, ſtrangely ; for he hath not us'd it 

before. + | : 
Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 


Provoſt reads the Letter, 


n pulſoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be 


executed by four of the cloch; and, in the afternoon, Par- 
nardine : for my better ſatisfaction, let me have Claudib's 
head ſent me by five. Let this be duly perform'd ; with a 
thought that more depends on it than we muſt yet deliver. 
Thus fail not to do your office, as you will anſwer it at your 
peril, | 
What ſay you to this, ſir? 
Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be executed 
in the afternoon ? _ 
Prov. A Bohemian born; bat here nurs'd up and bred : 
one that is a priſoner nine years old, | | 
Dube. How came it, that the abſent duke had not either 
deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed bim? 1 have 
heard, ir was ever his manner to do fo. | 
Prov. His friends ſtil} wrought reprieves for him: And, 
indeed, his fact, till now in the government of lord Angelo, 
came not to an undoubtful proof, V 
Dake. Is it now apparent ? 1 
Prov. Moſt manifeſt, and not deny'd by himſelf. 
Duke, Hath he borne himſelf penitently in priſon ? how 
ſeems he to be tonch'd ? 
Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully, but as a drunken ſleep ; careleſs, reckleſs, and ſcar- 
leſs of what's paſt, preſent, or to come; inſenſible of mor- 
tality, and deſperately mortal. = | 
Duke. He wants advice. | 
Prov, He will hear none : © he hath evermore had the 
e liderty of the priſon; give him leave to eſcape hence he 
_* would not: drunk many times a day, it not many days 
* Entirely drunk.” We have very often awak'd him, as 
it to carry him to execution, © and thew'd him a ſeeming 
* warrant for it;” it hath not moved him at all. 
Duke. More of him anov. There is written in your 
brow, Provoſt, honeſty and conſtancy : if 1 read it not 
truly, 
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truly, my ancient {kill beguiles me; but in the boldneſs of 
my cunning, I will lay myſelf in hazard. Claudio, whom 
here you have a warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit 
to the law than Angelo who hath ſentenc'd him: To 
make you underſtand this in a manifeſted effect, I crave 
but four days reſpite; for the which you are to do me 
both a preſent and a dangerous courteſy. 

Prov. Pray fir, in what ? 

| Duke. In the delaying death, 

Prov. Alack ! how may I do it? having the hour 
limited; an expreſs command, under penalty, to deliver 
his head in the view of Angelo! ? I may make my caſe as 
Claudio's, to croſs this in the ſmalleſt, 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, if 
my inſtructions may be your guide. Let this Barnar- 
dine be this morning executed, and his head borne ts 
Angelo. 


Prov. Angelo hath ſeen them both, and will diſcover 
the favour. 
| Duke. Oh, death's a great diſguiſer: and you may add 
to it. Shave the head, © and tie the beard ;” and ſay, it 
was the deſire of the penitent « to be ſo barb'd” before 
his death ? you know the courſe is common. If any thing 
fall ro you upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, 
by the ſaint whom I profeſs, I will plead againſt it with 
my like. 
Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is againſt my oth 
Duke. Were you ſworn to the duke, or to the de- 
put)? 
Prov. To him, and to his ſubſtitutes. 
Dube. You will think you have made no offence, if the 
duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing? 
Prov. But what likelihood is in that? 
Duke. Not a reſemblance, but a certainty. Yet ſince 
I fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor my 
| perſuaſion, can with eaſe attempt you, I will go further 
than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look you, 
fir, here is the hand and ſeal of the duke; You know 
the character, I doubt not; and the ſignet is not Rag 
to you. 
Prov. I know them both. 


D ls 
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Duke. The contents of this is the return of the duke; 
you ſhall anon over-read it at your pleaſure ; where you 
ſhall find, within theſe two days he will be here. This is 
a thing, t that Angelo-knows not: for he this very day 
receives letters of ſtrange tenor; perchance of the duke's 
death; perchance entering into ſome monaſtery ; but, by 
chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, the unfolding 
ſtar calls up the ſhepherd : Put not yourſelf into amaze- 
ment, how theſe things ſhould be: all difficulties are but 


ealy when they are known. Call your executioner, and 


of with Barnardine's head: I will give him a preſent 
ſhrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you are 
amaz'd; but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you. Come 


away; it is almoſt clear dawn. | [Exeunt, 


2 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Clown. 


% Chwn. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 
i houſe of profeſſion: one would think, it were miſtreſs 
« Over-done's own houſe, for here be many of her old 
© cuſtomers. Firſt, here's young maſter Raſh; he's in 
* for a commodity of brown paper and od ginger, nine- 
* ſcore and ſeventeen pounds; of which he made five 
marks, ready money : marry, then ginger was not much 
in requeſt, for the old women were all dead. Then is 
there here one maſter Caper, at the ſuit of maſter 
Three-pile, the mercer, for ſome four ſuits of peach'd- 
colour'd fatin, which now peaches him a beggar. Then 
have we here young Dizy, and young maſter Deep-vow, 
and maſter Copper-ſpur, and maſter Starve-lacky the 
rapier and dagger man, and young Drop-heir that 
kill'd luſty Pudding, and maſter Forth-right the tilter, 
and brave maſter Shoe-tye the great traveller, and wild 


all great doers in our trade, and are now in for the 
Lord's ſake.” 


E 2 Enter 


. 


Half-can that ſtabb'd Pots, and, I think, forty more; 


$1 
1 
# 
14 
1 | 
1 
3 
4} 
va 
1 


| 


or ——_ —— CO 


wa > 
— 


— — 


— 
— — 


” + CAMS" OO ie I I I —— - — 
— — x" 


fn SI nn 
ad” 


—— UNO aan. 


— _ 
— et is 
2 


4 _ 


* — 
„ ——— — 
Ave = —ů — . — ——— —-—⁊Ʒ 
I =: ———— we — 
— res 


— — 


— — 


58 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


Enter ABHORSON. 


Abhor. Sitrah, bring Barnardine hither. 


Chun. Maſter Barnardine | you mult riſe and be hang'd, 
maſter Barnardine! 


Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine! 

Barnar. Mithin. ] A pox o' your divas Who makes 
that noiſe there? What are you ? 

Clown. Your friends, ſir; the hangman : You muſt be 
10 good, fir, to riſe and be put to death. 
g Barnar. [ Mithin.] Away you n away; I am 

<EPY» 

thor. Tell bim, he muſt awake, and that quickly too. 

Clown, Pray, maſter Barnardine, awake till you ate 
executed, and ſleep afterwards. _ 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 


_ Clown. He is coming, fir, he is coming; I hear bis 
how ruſtle. 


Enter BARNARDñINE. 


Hohor. Is the axe upon the block, ſirrah? 

Clown. Very ready, fir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorſon! what's the news with 
you? 

Abhor. Truly, fir, I would deſire you to clap into 
your prayers; for, look you, the warrant's come. | 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, i 
am not fitted for'r. 

 Cloton, Oh, the better, fir; for he that drinks all night, 
ind is hang'd betimes in the morning, may ſlcep th: 
ſounder all the next day. 


Enter Duke. 


Ather 1 yon, fir, here comes your ghoſtly farbe 35 
Do we jeſt now, think you? 

Dube. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
hee ly ycu are to depart, I am come to adviſe you, com- 
tort you, and pray with you. 

Barnar. Friar, not I; I have been drinking hard al. 
night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or 2 

a4} 


hy 
oy 


28 
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ſnall beat out my brains with billets: I will not confer.t 
to die this day, that's certain. ie 
Duke. Oh, fir, you muſt: and therefore, I beſeech 
you, look forward on the journey you ſhall go. 
Barnar. | ſwear, I will not die to-day tor any man's 
perſuaſion. 
Duke, But hear you, 
_ Barnar. Not a word : if you have any thing to ſay to 
me, come to my ward; for thence will not I to-day. 


Enter Proveſt. 


Dube, Unfit to live, or die:“ Oh, gravel heart !— 
«© After him, Ty bring him to the block.“ 


[Exeunt ABHoRSON and Clown. 


Prov. Now, ſir, how do you find the priſoner ? 
Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death; 
And, to tranſport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnable. 
Prov. Here in the priſon, father: 
There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a molt notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio's years; his beard and head, 
Juſt of his colour; What if we do omit. 
This reprobate, till he were well inclin'd : 
And ſatisfy the deputy with the viſace 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 
Duke. O, tis an accident that heaven provides! 
Dilpatch it preſently; the hour draws on 
Prefix'd by Angelo: See, this be done, 
And ſent according to command; while I 
Perſuade this rude wretch willingly to die, 
Prov. This ſhall. be done, good father, preſently, 
But Barnardine muſt die this aftergoon: 
And how ſhall we continue Claudio, 
To ſave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive? 
Duke. Let this be done. Put them 
In ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio: 
Ere twice the ſun hath made his journal greeting 
To the under generation, you ſhall find 


| 


Exit. | 
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Your ſafety manifeſted. | 2 

Prov. I am your free dependent. | E 
Duke, Quick, diſpatch, and ſend the head to Angelo. 3 

ah [Exit Prov}, 

Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 

The provoſt, he ſhall bear them, —whoſe contents 

Shall witneſs to him, I am near at home; 

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 

To enter publickly : him I'll deſire 

To meet me at the conſecrated fount, 

A league below the city; and from thence, 


By cold gradation and weal- balanced form, 


We ſhall proceed with Angelo. 
Re-enter Provoſt. 


Prov. Here is the head; I'Il carry it myſelf. 
Duke. Convenient is it : Make a ſwift return ; 
For I would commune with you. of ſuch things, 
That want no ear but yours. | 
Prov. I'll make all ſpeed. Exit. 
1ſab. [Within.] Peace, ho, be here! | 
Dube. The tongue of Iſabel: — She's come to know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : | 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 


To make her heavenly comforts of deſpair, 


When it is leaſt expected. 
Enter ISABELLA. 


Jſab. Ho, by your leave, df 
Dube. Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter, ny 
T1ſab. The better, given me by ſo holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy ſent my brother's pardon ! 
Duke. He hath releas'd him, Iſabel, from the world: 
His head is off, and ſent to Angelo, 
 Jjab. Nay, but it is not ſo. 
Dube. It is no other: 
c Shew your wiſdom, daughter, in your cloſe patience. 
Lab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 
« Duke. You ſhall not be admitted to his ſight.” 


Jab. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Iſabel! _ | 
Iajurious 
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[njurions world! Moſt damned Angelo! 
Duke, This nor hurts him, nor profits you & jot: 
Forbear it therefore; give your cauſe to heaven. 
Mark, what I ſay; which you ſhall find 
By every ſyllable, a faithful verity : 
The duke comes home to-morrow ;—nay, dry your eyes; 
One of our convent, and his confeſſor, 
Gives me this inſtance : already he hath carry'd 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo; 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
There to give up their power, If you can, pace your 
wiſdom 5 15 0 
In that good path, that I would wiſh it go; 
And you ſhall have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 
And general honour. 
Jab. I am directed by you. 
Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give; 
'Tis that he ſent me of the duke's return: 
Say, by this token, I defire him company 
At Mariana's houſe to night. Her cauſe, and yours, 
Ill perfect him withal ; and he ſhall bring you 
Before the duke; and to the head of Angeio 
Accuſe him home, and home. For my poor ſelf, 
I am combined by a ſacred vow, Bn 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this letter; 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart; truſt not my holy order, 
If I pervert your courſe. Who's here? 


Lucio. Good even! 

Friar, where is the provoſt ? 
Dute, Not within, fir. 
Lucio. Oh, pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine heart, to 


ſee thy eyes ſo red: thou muſt be patient; I am fain to 


dine and ſup with water and bran; I dare not for my 
head fill my belly; one fruitful meal would ſet me to't: 
But they ſay the duke will be here to-morrow. By my 
troth, Iſabel, I lov'd thy brother: if the old fantaſtical 
duke of dark corners had been at home, he had liv'd. 

oP 1 8 EE” [Exit I5ABELL As 
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times i' the morn, I'Il call you at your houſe: 
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Duke, Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden to your 


report ; but the beſt 1s, he lives not in them. 


Lucio. Fr iar, thou knoweſt not the duke fo well as] do: 


he's a better woodman, than thou tak'ſt him for. 


Duke, Well, you'll anſwer this one day, Fare ye 


Lucio. Nays. tarry; III go along with thee; I can tel 


thee pretty tales of the duke. 


Die. You have told me too many of bim already, fir, 


If they de true; if not true, none were enough. 


Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench with 


Du le. Did you leb a thing } 
Br os Yes, marry, did I: but I was fain to forſwear 
: they would elſe have marry'd me to the rotten medlur. 


Beis Sir, your company is fairer than honeſt: Reſt 


you well. 
£40. By my troth, 1'l! go with thee to the lane's end 


ik N talk offend you, we'll have very little of it: Mar, 


friar, I am a kind of burr, I ſhall NR. | [Exeurt, 


s C E N E IV. 
Changes 1 the Palace. Enter ANGELO and ESCALUS. 


Eſcal. Every letter he hath writ hath diſrouch'd the 


other. 


Aug In moſt uneven and diſtracted manner. His ac- 
tions ſhew much like to madneſs; pray heaven, his wiſdom 
be not tainted! And why meet bim at the gates, and re- 
deliver our authorities there? 

Eſcal. I gueſs not. 


Ang And why ſhould we proclaim i it in an hour before 
his enicring, that, if any crave redreſs of injuſtice, they | 


ſabuld exhibit their petirions in the fireet ? 


Iſcul. Ne ſhews his reaſon for that: to have a diſpatch 


of complaint<; ** and to deliver us from devices herentier, 
„ hic ſhall then have no power to ſtand againſt us 
Ang. Well; I beſeech you, let it be proclaim'd : be 


Give 
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Give notice to ſuch men of ſort and ſuit, 
As are to meet him. | | 2 
Eſcal. | ſhall, fir: fare you well. [Exits 
Ang. Good night, — 
This deed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowei'd maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enforc'd, 
The law againſt it — But that her tender ſhame 
Will not proclaim agaidſt her maidea loſs, 
How might ſhe tongue me? Yet reaſon dares her 
.. <6 no: 
For my authority bears a credent bulk, 
That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the breather. He hould have liv '4, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous ſente, 
Might, ia the times to come, have ta'en revenge, 
By fo receiving a diſhononr'd life, 
With ran{om of ſuch ſhame. *Would yet he had liv'd ! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing gocs right; we would, and we would not. 


SCENE V. 
Changes to the Fields without the Town, Enter Duke in 
his «wn Habit, and Friar PETER, 


Dufte. Theſe letters at fit time deliver me. 
Living letters. 
* The Provoſt knows our purpoſe, and our plot. 
© The matter being afoot, Keep your inſtruction, 
* And hold you ever to our ſpecial drift; 
* Though ſometimes you do blench from this to that, 
«As cauſe doth miniſter. Go, call at Flavius“ houtc, 
* And tell him were 1 ſtay : give the like notice 
“ Unto Valentius, Rowland, and to Craſſus, 
“And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; 
But ſend me Flavius firſt, 
* Peter. It ſhall be ſpeeded well. [Exit Friar. 
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| of Jab. To ſpeak ſo indirectly, I am loth; 
„I would ſay the truth; but to accuſe him fo, 


roo die — — —u—ͤ—— — 
Ll 


t Enter VARRIVus. 
&« Duke. I thank thee, Varrius; thou haſt made good 


& haſte : B 

„ Come, we will walk: There's other of our friends 1 
„Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. [Exeunt, „ 
— | — — — % — | — = 
«SCENE II. . 


& Enter ISABELLA and MARIAN A. 


4% That is your part: yet I'm advis'd to doit; = 
% He ſays, to vail full purpoſe. E: 
& Mari. Be rul'd by him. 
* Tab. Beſides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He ſpeak againſt me on the adverſe fide, 
„ ſhould not think it ſtrange ; for 'tis a phyſick, 
„That's bitter to ſweet end. 
© Mari. I would, friar Peter 
% Jab. Oh, peace; the friar-is come. 


Enter Friar PETER. : 


« Peter. Come, I have found you out a ſtand moſt fit, 
& Where you may have ſuch vantage of the duke, 
„ He ſhall paſs you: Twice have the trumpets ſounded ; 
„The generous and graveſt citizens 
„Have bent the gates, and very near upon 
«+ The duke is entering; therefore hence, away. 


"0 [Exeunt. 4 


ACT v. 8CENE L 
A publick Place near the City. Enter Duke, © V AR- 
„ r1vs,” Lords, ANGEL0, ExCALUS, Lucio, 6 and 
« Citizens” at ſeveral doors. 


Duke. 


My very worthy couſin, fairly met. 
ur old and faithful friend, we are glad to ſee 
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Ard. ang. Eſcal. Happy return be to your royal grace 1 
Dake. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made enquiry of you; and we hear 
Such goodneſs of your juſtice, that our ſoul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
Fore-running more requital. 
Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater, | 
Dake. Oh, your deſert ſpeaks loud; “ and I ſhould 
wrong it, 5 


& To look in the wards of covert boſom, 


% When it deſerves with characters of braſs 

« A forted reſidence, 'gainſt the tooth of time 
« And razure of oblivion:“ Give me your hand, 
And let the ſubjects ſee, to make them know = 
That outward courteſies would fain proclaim 


Favours that keep within. Come, Eſcalus; 


You muſt walk by us on our other hand: — 
And good ſupporters are you. | As the Duke is going out. 
Enter PETER and ISABELLA, 
Peter. Now is your time; ſpeak loud, and kneel before 
him. a vr | SP 5 
Iſab. juitice, O royal Duke ! vail your regard 
Upon a wrong'd, I would fain have ſaid, a maid ! 


Oh worthy prince, diſhonour not your eye 


By throwing it on any other object, 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 


And given me juſtice, juſtice, jutiice, ** juſtice !”?. 


Duke. Relate your wrongs: In what? by whom ? be 
pbtief: „ 
Here is lord Angelo ſhall give you juſtice 
Reveal yourſelf to him. 
Iſab. Oh, worthy duke, 
You bid me ſeek redemption of the devil: 


Hear me yourſelf; for that which I muſt ſpeak 


Muſt either puniſh me, not being believ'd, 
Or wring redreſs from you: hear me, oh, hear me, 
: 8 here;?* © 5 | 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm: 
She hath.been a ſuitor to me for her brother. 
Cut off by courſe of juſtice. | 
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Condemn'd upon the act of fornication 


Iſab. By courſe of juſtice ! 

Ang And ſhe will ſpeak moſt bitterly, and ſtrange. 

Iſab. Moſt Grange, but yet molt truly, will I ſpeak : 
That Angelos forlworn ; is it not ſtrange! ? 


THR Angelo's a murtherer ; is't not ſtrange ? ? 


That Angelo is an adulterous thief,” 
An hypocritez a virgin violater; 
Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrange? 
Duke, Nay, it is ten times ſtrange. 
Jab. Is it not truer he is Angelo, 


Than this is all as true as it is ſtrange : : 


Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth 
To the end ot reckoning. 
Dube. Away with her: — Poor foul, 
She ſpeaks this in the infirmity of ſenſe. 
Iſab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ſt 


; There is another comfort than this world, 


That thou neglect me nor, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madneſs : make not impoſſible. 


That which but ſeem unlike: 'tis not impolfible, 


But one, th= wicked'ſt caitiff on the ground, 


May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juſt, as abſolute, 


As Angeio; even ſo may Angelo, 

In all his dreſſings, characts, titles, forms, 
Be an arch villain: believe it, royal prince, 
If he be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 


Had I more names for badneſs. 


Duke. By mine honeſty, 
J ſhe be mad (as I believe no other) 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe, 
Soch a dependency ot thing on thing, 
As &er I heard in madneſs. 

Jab. Gracious duke, 
Harp not on that; nor do not baniſh reafon 
For ineq vality : bur let your reaſon ferve 
Jo make the truth appear, where it ſeems hid; 
Not bide the falſe, ſeems true. 

Duke, Many that are not mad, 

Have, lure, more Jack of reaſon, — What would you fay ? 

1/ab. I] am the ſiſter of one Claudio, 


To 
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To loſe his head ; condemn'd by Angelo : : 
I, in probation of a ſiſterhood, 
Was ſent to by my brother: One Lucio 
Was then the meſſenger om 
Lucio. That's I, an't like your grace: i 
came from her to Claudio, and deſir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 
Iſab. That's he, indeed. 
Duke. You were not bid to ſpeak. 
Lucio. No, my good lord ; 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
Duke. | wiſh you now then; 
Pray you, take note of it: and when you have 
A buſineſs for yourſelf, pray heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 
Lucio. I warrant your honour. 
Dee. The warrant's for yourſelf; take heed to it. 
Jab. This gentleman told ſome what of my tale. 
Lucio. Right. 
Due. It may be right; but you are in the wrong 
To ſpeak before your time. — Proceed. 
{ab, I went 
1 o this pernicious caitif}-deputy. 
Dube. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
{jab. Pardon it; 
The phraſe is to the matter. 
Duke. Mended again: the matter; - Proceed. 
lab. In brief, —to ſet the needleſs proceſs by, 
How I perſuaded, how I pray'd, and knecl'd, 
How he refell'd me, and how I reply'd; 
(For this was of much length) the vile concluſion 
now begin with grief and ſhame to utter: 
tle would not, but by gift of my chaſte body 
To his concupiſcible intemperate luſt,” 
Releaſe my brother; and, after much debatement, 
My filterly remorſe 'confutes my honour, 
And I did yield to him: Eut the next morn betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfeiting, he ſends a warrant 
ror my poor brother's head. 
Duke. This i is molt likely! 
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1/ab. Oh, that it were as like, as it is true! 
Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'ſt not what 
thou ſpeak'(t ; 
Or clſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hateful practice: Firſt, his integrity 
Stands without blemiſh :—next, it imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf: if he had ſo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off: Some one hath ſet you on; 
Con feſs the truth, and ſay by whoſe advice | 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain? 
Lab. And is this all? _ 
Then, oh, you bleſſed miniſters above, 
| Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt uß 
In countenance !—Heaven ſhicld your grace from woe, 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go! | 
Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone: An officer 
To prifon with her :—Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall 
On him fo near us? This needs mult be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 
Tjab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 
Duke. A ghoſtly father, belike : who knows that Lo- 
| dowick ? | 3 Xt . 
Lucio. My lord, I know him; *tis a meddliog friar ; * 
I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord, * 
For certain words he ſpake againſt your grace 
In your retirement, I had ſwing! d him ſoundly. . 
Duke. Words againſt me? this' a good friar be like! 
And to ſet on this wretebed woman here 
Againſt our ſubſtitute Let this friar be found. 
Lucio. But yeſternight, my lord, ſhe and that friar 
I ſaw them at the priſon: a ſaucy friar, . 
A very ſcurvy fellow. a 3 
Peter, Bleſſed be your royal grace = 
I have ſtood by. my lord, and { have heard Ei 
Your royal ear abus'd: Firſt, hath this woman Y 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your ſubſtitute; TE; 
Who is as free from touch or {oil with her 3 
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As ſhe from one ungot. 
Duke. We did believe no left. | 
Know you that friar Lodowick, which ſhe Frakes of? 
Peter. | know him for a man divine and holy; 
Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary medler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman; 
And, on my truſt, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, miſreport your grace, 
Lucio. My lord, moſt villainouſly ; believe it. 
Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear himſelf : 
But at this inſtant he is ſick, my lord, 
Of a ſtrange fever: Upon his mere requeſt, 
« (Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
« Intended 'gainſt lord Angelo) came I hither, 
« To ſpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
« Is true, and falſe; and what hs with his oath, 
« And all probation, will make up full clear, 
« Whenever he's convented. Firſt,” for this woman; - 
(To juſtify this worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd) 


Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her eyes, 
Till ſhe herſelf confeſs it. 


Duke. Good friar, let's hear it, 
Do you not {mile at this, lord Angelo? 
O heaven! the vanity of wretched tools !-— 
Give us ſome feats.—Come, couſin Angelo; 
In this I will be impartial; be you judge 
Of your own cauſe.—Is this the witneſs, friar ? 


[ISABELLA 7s carried off, guarded, 
Enter MARIANA, veil'd. 


Firſt, ket her ſhew her face; and, after, ſpeak. 
Mari. Pardon, my lord; I will not ſhew my face, 


EZ Until my huſband bid me. 


Duke. What, are you marry*d ? 
Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow then? 

Mari, Neither, my lord. 

Duke, Why you are nothing then ;— 
— Neither 
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Neither maid, widow, nor wife ? 
Lucib. My lord, ſhe may be a punk; for many of then 
Are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 
Due. Silence that fellow: I would, he had ſome cauſe 
To pra: tle for himſelf. 
Lnutio. Well, my lord. 
Mari, My lord, do confeſs, I ne'er was marry "02 
And, I confeſs, beſides, am no maid : 
1 have known my huſband : yet my huſband knows s not, 
That ever he knew me. 
Lucio. He was drunk, then, my lord ; 1t can be no 
better. 
Due. For the benefit of Glenes, *weuld Lacy wert fo 
£950. 
Lucio. Well, my lord. | 
Duke. This is no witnels for lord Ange lo. 
Hari. Now I come to't, my lord: 
She, that acuſes him of fornication, 
In ſelf ſame manuer doth accuſe my huſband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with ſuch a time, 
When I'll depoſe I had him in mine arms, 
With all the effect of love. 
Ang. Charges. the more than me? 
Nuri. Not that I know. 
Duke, No? you ſay, your huſband, [To NIAII. 
Mani. Why, juit, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks, he knows, that he nc'er knew my body, 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Iſabel's.“ 


Ang. Ibis is a ſtrange abuſe: —Let's fee thy face. 
Mari. My hulband bids me; now I will unmaſk. 
[Unveiling 


This is that face, thon crucl Angelo, 
WW hich, once thou ſwor'lt, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was fait belock'd in thine: this is the body, 
That took away the match from Iſabel, _ 
And did 7 85 thee „at thy garden-houſe,” 
In her imagin'd perſon. 
Duke. Know you this woman ? 
Lucio. Carnally, ſhe ſays, 
Duke, Sirrah, no more. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 71 


Lucio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I muſt confeſs, I knew this woman; 
And, five years ſince, there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt myſelf and her : which was broke off, 

Partly, for that her promiſed proportions 

Came ſhort of compoſition ; but, 1n chief, 

For that her reputation was diſvalu'd 

In levity : ſince which time, of five years, | 
W 1 never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her, 
= Upon my faith and honour. 1 

Mari. Noble prince, 


As there comes light from heaven, and words from br 
As there is ſenſe in truth, and truth in virtue, 
= 1am affianc'd this man's wife, as ſtrong] 
= As words could make up vows: © and, my good lord, 
= © But Tueſday night laſt gone, in his garden-houſe 
« He knew me as a wife:“ As this is true, 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees; 
Or elſe for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument ! 

Ang. I did but ſmile till now; 
Now, good wy lord, give me the ſcope of juſtice ; 
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive 
Thele poor informal women are no more 
But inſtruments of ſome more mightier member, 
That ſets them on : let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out, 
= Dake, Ay, with my heart; 
= And puniſh them unto your height of pleaſure.—— 
Thou fooliſh friar; and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that's gone! think'ſt thou thy oaths, 
Though they would ſwear down each particular ſaint, 
Were teſtimonies againſt his worth and credit, 
That's ſeal'd in approbation ?—You, lord Eſcalus, 
Sit with my couſin; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuſe, whence *tis deriv'd,—— 
There is another friar, that ſet them on; 


eath, 


Let him be ſent for. : 

Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; far he, indeed, 
Hath ſet the women on to this complaint: 
Your provoſt knows the place where he abides, 
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And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it inſtantly.— 
And you, my noble and well-warranted couſin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as ſeems you belt, 
In any chaſtiſement : I for a while 


Will leave you; ſtir not you, till you have well 


Determined upon theſe ſlanderers. Exit 
Eſcal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly. — Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay, you knew that friar Lodowick to be a 
diſhoneſt perſon? 

Lucio. Cucullus non facit W honeſt in nothing, 
but in his cloaths ; and one that hath ſpoke moſt villain- 
ous ſpeeches of the duke. 

Eſcal. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till he come, 
“ and enforce them againſt him:** We ſhall find this 
friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

_ £/cal. Call that fame Iſabel here once again; I would 
ſpeak with her: Pray you, my lord, give me leave to 
queſtion ; you. ſhall ſee how I'll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

Eſcal. Say you? 

Lucio. Marry, ſir, I think, if you handled her privately, 
oy o_ ſooner confeſs : perchance, publickly (he'll be 
aſham' 


Enter Duke in the Friar s habit, and Provaſt. ISABELLA | 
is brought in. 


2 cal. I will go darkly to work with her. 
ucio. That's the way; for women are light at mid- 
night. 
Eſcal. Come on, miſtreſs; here's a gene woman denies 
all that you have ſaid. 
Lucio. My lord, here comes the raſcal I ſpoke of; here 
with the Provoſt. 
Eſcal. In very good time :—ſpeak not you to him, W 
we call upon you, 
_ Lucio. Mum. | 
Eſcal. Come, fir; did you ſet theſe women on to ſlan- 
der lord Angelo ? OT have confeſs d you did. = 
uke. 
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Dake. Tis falſe. 
Eſcal. How! know you where you are? 
Due. Reſpect to your great place! and let the devil 
Be ſometime honour'd for his burning throne 
Where is the duke ? *tis he ſhould hear me ſpeak, 
Eſcal. The duke's in us; and we will hear you ſpeak 4 
Look, you ſpeak juſt ly. 
Duke. Boldly, at leaſt : —But, oh, poor ſouls, 
Come you to {eek the lamb here of the fox? 
Good night to your redreſs: Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cauſe gone too, The duke's unjuſt, 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeal, 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth, 
Which here you come to accuſe, 
Lucio. This is the raſcal ; this is he, I ſpoke of, 
Eſcal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd friar } 
It not enough, thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women 
To accuſe this worthy man; but, in foul mouth, 
« And in the witneſs of his proper car,” 
To call him villain ? 
And then to glance from him to the duke himſelf, 
To tax him with injuſtice ?—Take him hence; 
To the rack with him We'll touze you joint by 
Joint, 
But we will know this W What! unjuſt? 
Duke. Be not ſo hot; the duke 
Dare no more ſtretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own ; his ſubje&t I am not, 
Nor here provincial : My buſineſs in this ſtate 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 
Where [ have ſeen corruption boil and bubble, 
Till it o er-run the ſtew : © laws, for all faults; 
But faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong ſtatutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber” s ſhop, | 
* As much in mock as mark.” 
Eſcal. Slander to the ſtate! Away with him to priſon. 
Ang. What can you vouch againſt him, ſignior Lucio? 
15 this the man, that you did tell us of! 
Lucio. Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman bald- 
pate: Do you know me? 
Dale I remember you, fir, by the ſound of your 
| F 2 e Voce 
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74 
voice: I met you at the priſon, in the abſence o& the 
duke. 

Lucio. Oh, did you ſo? And do you remember what 
you ſaid of the duke? 

Duke. Moſt notedly, fir. 

© Lucio. Do you ſo, ſir? And was the duke a fleſh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
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him to be ? 


Duke. You muſt, fr, change perſons with me, ere you 


make that my report: you, indeed, ſpoke ſo of him; and 


much more, much worſe. 
Lucio. O thou damnable fellow! Did not I pluck thee 


by the noſe, for thy ſpeeches ? 


Duke. I proteſt, I love the duke, as I Jove myſelf. 

Ang. Hark! how the villain would cloſe now, after bis 
treaſonable abuſes. _ 

Eſcal. Such a fellow is not to be talk d withal: 
with him to priſon :— 
« with him to priſon ; 
„him ſpeak no more;” 


Away 
— Where is the provoſt?: Away 
lay bolts enough upon him: let 

—away with thoſe giglots too, 


and with the other confederate companion. 


[The Provoſt lays hands on the Dake. 
Duale. Stay, ſir; ſtay a while. 
Ang. What! reſiſts he? Help him, Lucio. 
Lucio, Come, fir ; come, fir ; come, fir: foh, fir ; Why, 


you bald-pated, lying raſcal ! you muſt be hooded, mult 


you? ſhow your knave's viſage, with a pox to you! ſhow 


your ſheep-biting face, and be hang'd an hour! Wilt 
not off ? 

[ Pulls off” the Friar's hood, and diſcovers the Dule. 
Duke. Thou art the firſt knave, that e'er mad'ſt a 


duke. 
Firſt, provoſt, let me bail theſe gentle three: 
Sneak not away, ſir; [to Lucio.] for the friar and you | 
Muſt have a word anon :—lay hold on him. 
Lucio. This may prove worſe than hanging. 
Duke. What you have ſpoke, I pardon; fit you 
down. 
We'll borrow place of him :— Sir, by your leave: 
[To Angeln. 


Haſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence, i 
N That 


[ To Eſcalus. | 


IH 
be” 
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That yet can do thee office? if thou haſt, 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 
Ang. O my dread lord, 
1 ſhould be guiltier than my guiltinefs, 
To think I can be undiſcernable, 


When I perceive, your grace, like power divine, 


Hath look'd upon my paſſes: Then, good prince, 
No longer ſeſſion hold upon my ſhame, | 
But let my trial be mine own confeſſion; 
' Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 
Is all the grace I beg. . 
Due. Come hither, Mariana: — | 
Say, waſt thou e'er contracted to this woman? 

Ang. 1 was, my lord. „„ 
Due. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly, ——— 
Do you the office, friar; which conſummate, 
Return him here again :—Go with him, provoſt, 

| [Exeunt ANGELO, MARIANA, PETER, and Provoſt. 

Eſcal. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his diſhonour, 
Than at the ſtrangeneſs of it, 5 

Duke. Come hither, Iſabel: : 
_ & Your friar is now your prince: As I was then 

% Advertiſing, and holy to your bufineſs, 
“Not changing heart with habit, I am ſtill 
“ Attorney'd at your ſervice.“ 

Jab. Oh, give me pardon, 
That I, your vaſſal, have employ'd and pain'd 
Your unknown ſovereignty. 
Dake. You are pardon'd, Iſabel: 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel, why I obſcur'd myſelf, 
Labouring to fave his life; © and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 

Than let him be fo loſt :” Oh, moſt kind maid, 

It was ſwift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with flower foot came on, 
Thar brain'd my purpoſe : But peace be with him! 
That life is better life, paſt fearing death, 
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Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort; 
So, happy is your brother, 


Re-enter ANGELO, MARIANA, PETER, and Prove/t, 


Tab. I do, my lord. 
Duke. For this new-marry'd man, approaching here, 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Your well-defended honour, you muſt pardon him 
For Mariana's ſake : But as he adjudg'd your brother 
(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of ſacred chaſtity; and of promiſe- breach, 
Thereon dependant, for your brother's life), 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Moſt audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angelo for Claudio, death for death. 
Baſle (till pays haſte, and leiſure anſwers leifure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meaſure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifeſted ; 
Which though thou would'ſt deny, denies thee vantage 
We do condemn thee to the very block _ 
Where Claudio ſtoop'd to death, and with like haſte ;z— 
Away with him. N 
Mari. Oh, my moſt gracious lord, 
I hope, you will not mock me with a huſband ! 
Duke. It is your huſband mock'd you with a huf- 
band: | 
Conſenting to the ſafeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit; elſe imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choak your good.to come: for his poſſeſſions 
Although by contiſcation they are ours, 
We do enſtate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better huſband. 
Mari. Oh, my dear lord, 
I crave no other, nor no better man. 
Duke, Never crave him; we are definitive. | 
Mari, Gentle, my liege— _  [ Aneeling. 
Duke. You do but loſe your labour; — 
1 Away' with him to death.—“ Now, fir, to you. 22 
| [To Lucio, 


Ka. Mfr, Oh, wy good lord !—Sweet Iſabe], take my _ 
a en 
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That ſhould by private order elſe have dy'd, 
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Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
111 lend you all my life to do you ſervice. 

Duke. Againſt all ſenſe you do importune her: 
Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mari, Iſabel, 
« Sweet Iſabel, do yet but kneel by me; 


Hold up your hands, ſay nothing, I'll ſpeak all, 


« They ſay, beſt men are moulded out of faults ; 
6 And, for the moſt, become much more the better 
« For being a little bad; ſo may my huſband.” 
Oh, Iſabel! will you not lend a knee? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio's death. 

Jab. Moſt bounteous fir, 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this man condemn'd, 
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think, | 
A due ſincerity govern'd his deeds, 
Till he did look on me; ſince it is ſo, 
Let him not die: my brother had but juſtice 
In that he did the thing for which he dy'd: 
For Angelo, 
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent ; | 
And muſt be bury'd but as an intent, 
That periſh'd by the way: thoughts are no ſubjects; 


[ Kneeling, 


Intents, bur merely thoughts. 


Mari. Merely, my lord. 
Duke. Your ſuit's unprofitable; ſtand up, 1 wy: — 
I have bethought me of another fault: 
Provoſt, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unuſual hour? 
Prov. It was commanded fo. 
Nuke. Had you a ſpecial warrant for the deed ? 
Prov, No, my good lord; it was by private meſſage, 
Duke. For which I do diſcharge you of your oflice: 
Give me up your keys. 
Prov, Pardon me, noble lord: 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not; 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For teſtimony whereof, one in the priſon, 
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I have reſerv'd alive. 


Duke, What's he? | 

Prov. His name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would, thou had*ſt done fo by Claudio. 
Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. [ Exit Prov. 

Eſcal. J am ſorry, one fo learned and ſo wiſe 


As you, lord Angelo, have ſtill appear'd, 


Should lip ſo groſsly, both in the heat of 88 85 
And lack of temper'd judgment after ward. 
Ang. I am ſorry, that ſuch ſorrow I procure : 


And ſo deep ſticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 


'Tis my deſerving, and I do entreat it. 


| Re-enter Provaſt, BARNARDINE, CLAvp1o, and 
JULIETTA. 


Duke. Which! is that Barnardine ! 1 
Prov. This my lord. 
Duke. There was a friar told me of this man: = 


Sirrah, thou art ſaid to have a ſtubborn ſoul, 
That apprehends no further than this world, 


And ſquar'ſt thy life according: Thou'rt condemn'd ; - 


But, for thoſe earthly faults, I quit them all; 


I pray thee, take this mercy to provide 


For better times to come ;z>—* Friar, adviſe him; 


« I leave him to your hand.“ What muffled fellow's 
that ? 
Prov, This 18 another iber, that I ſav d, 
Who ſhould have dy'd when Claudio loſt his bead; 
As like almoſt to Claudio, as himſelf. 
Duke. If he be like your brother, for his ſake 70 ISAB. 
Is he pardon'd; And, for your lovely ſake, 
e Give me your hand, and fay, you will be mine,” 
He is my brother too : But fitter time for that. 
By this, lord Angelo perceives he's ſafe ; 
Methinks, I ſee a quick' ning in his eye :— 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : 
Look, that you love your wife; her worth, worth yours, 
1 find an apt remiſſion in myſelf; | 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon,. 
Lou, ſicrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, 
17 Lucio. 
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b | One all of luxury, an aſs, a mad-man ; 
I | Wherein have I deſerv'd ſo of you, 
That you extol me thus? 

E Lucio, Faith, my lord, I ſpoke i it but according to the 
trick: if you will hang me for it, you may, but I had ras 
© ther it would pleaſe you, I might be whip'd. 

= Duke. Whip* d firſt, fir, and hang'd after, 
Proclaim it, provoſt, round about the city; | 

If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow 

= {As I have heard him ſwear himſelf, there's one 

= Whom he begot with child), let her appear, 

And he ſhall marry her; the nuptial finiſh'd, 

Let him be whip'd and hang'd. 

= Lucio, I beſeech your highneſs, do not marry me to a 
whore! your highneſs ſaid even now, I made you a duke; 
good my lord, do not recompence me, in making me a 
& cuckold, 
E Duke. Upon mine honour, thou ſhalt marry her, 
Thy ſlanders I forgive; and therewithal | 

@ Remit thy other forfeits:—Take him to priſon: 

And ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is preſſing to death, 
& whipping, and hanging. 

Due. Sland'ring a prince deſerves it. 

| She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you reſtore.— 
Joy to you, Mariana!—love her, Angelo; 

have confeſs'd her, and I know her virtue. — — 
Thanks, good friend Eſcalus, for thy much 3 

* There's more behind, that is more gratulate.” — 
Thanks, provoſt, for thy care, and ſecreſy; 

We ſhall employ thee in a worthier place :;— 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 

= © The head of Ragozine for Claudio's ; 

The offence pardons itſelf,” —Dear Iſabel, 

have a motion much imports your good; 

Wbereto if you'll a willing ear incline, 

What's mine is your's, and what is yours is mine :— 
So bring us to our palace; where we'll ſhow 

What's yet behind, that's meet you all ſhould know. 


THE END. 


[Exeunt.- 
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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 
MEN. 


Ox8180, Duke of 7 
/  BEBASTIAN, @ young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 

ANToON10,-a Sea Captain, Friend to Sebaſtian. 
VALENTINE, 
Cunr1o, 

Sir ToBY BELCH, Uncle to Olivia. 
Sir ANDREW AGUE-CHEEK, a fooliſh Knight, pretendin 
* # Olivia. 

A Sea Captain, Friend to Viola. 
 FABIAN, Servant to Olivia 

MALvoL1o, a fantaſtical Steward te Olivia. 
 Clawn, Servant to Olivia. 


WOMEN, 


} Gentlemen aitending on the Duke. 


 Otavia, a Lab of great Beauty and Fortune, beloved by 
_ the Due. 


VIOLA, in love with the Duke. 
MARIA, Olwia s . 


— «„ „ „ _ 


Priefts Sail Ys, Officers, and other Attendants, . 
ScENE—a City on the Coaft of Nihyria. 


. 
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TWELFTH NIGHT; 


WHAT YOU WILL, 


IS ACT.L 
SCENE I. The Duke's Palace, 
Enter Duke, CUR10, and Lords. 

855 Duke, | 
J. muſic be the food of love play on, 


Give me exceſs of it; that, ſurfeiting, 
he appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 
That ſtrain again; it had a dying fall : 

O, it came o'er my ear like the ſweet fouth 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, _-» 
Stealing and giving odour.— Enough, no more 
*T'is not ſo ſweet now as it was before. 

O, ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 

That, notwithſtanding thy capacity [ 
| Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch ſoever, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute; ſo full of ſhapes is fancy 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. FI 
Gur. Will you go hunt, my lord 
Duke. W hat, Curio? 55 
Cur. The bart. is 1 
Duke. Why io I do, the nobleſt that I have; 
O, when my eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought the purg'd the air of peſtilence, 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a hart; 
And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, | 
Fer ſince purſue me. Hoy now ! what news 1 


1 
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Enter VALENTINE. 


Val. So pleaſe, my lord, I might not be admitted, 


But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer; 


Theelement itſelf, till ſeven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view; 
But, like a cloiſtreſs, ſhe will veiled walk 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-ofending brine: all this to ſeaſon 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance. 
Duke. O, ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love when the rich golden ſhaft 


HFath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 


That live in her! when liver, brain, and heart, 
Theſe ſovereign thrones, are all ſupply'd and fürd 
(Her ſweet perfections), with one ſelf- ſame king 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers; 

Love thoughts lie > rich when as. Ad with bowers. 


A. 


S 0 E N E II. The Street. 


Enter VroLa, a Captain and Sailors. 


Vio. What country, friends, is this ? 
Capt. This is Illyria, lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elyſium. 

Perchance he is not drown'd : = What think you, failors? 
Capt. It is perchance that you yourſelf were ſav d. 
Vio. O, my poor brother ! and ſo perchance may he be. 
Capt. Trae. madam ; and, to comfort you with chance, 

Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 

When you and that poor number aud with you 

Hung on our driving boat, I ſaw your brother, 

Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf . 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

To a ſtrong maſt that liv'd upon the ſea, 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves 

So long as J could fee. 


— — 
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Vio. For ſaying fo there's gold: 
Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country? 
Capt. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and tara 
Not three hours travel from this yery place. | 
Jio. Who governs here? © 
Capt. A noble duke in nature as in name. 

No. What is his name:! 
Capt. Orſino. | : 
Vio. Orſino! I have heard my father name him; 

He was a batchelor then. 
Capt. And fo is now, or was fo lately; 


— 


For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then *twas freſh in murmur (as you know 


What great ones do the leſs will prattle of), 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's ſhe?! | | 
Capt. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That dy'd ſome twelve-month ſince; then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd; for whoſe dear Jove, 
They ſay, the hath abjur'd the ſight 
And company of men. 85 
Vio. O, that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow 
What my eſtate is! 3 5 | 
Capt. That were hard to compaſs; 


- Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 


No, not the duke's. 1 55 
io. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wal! 
Doth oft, cloſe in pollution, yet of thee 

Iwill believe thou haſt a mind that ſuits 


With this thy fair and outward character. 


I pray thee, and Pll pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 

F or ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 

The form of my intent. I'll ſerve this duke; 


Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, B 
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It may be worth thy pains; for I can ſing, 

And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſic, 

That will allow me very worth his ſervice, 

What elſe may hap to time I will commit; 

Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 

Capt. Be you his eunuch, and your mute Þ' ll be; 
When my tongue blabs then let mine eyes not ſee ! 
Nio. I thank thee; lead me on. [Excunt. 


pI 


SCENE III. Orvix's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Tosy and MARIA. 


Sir To. What a plague means my niece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy to 
„ i 3 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in 
earlier o'nights; your couſin, my lady, takes great ex- 
ceptions to your ill hours. 
Sir To, Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you muſt confine yourſelf within the 
modeſt limits of order. 

Sir 15. Confine! I'll conhne myſelf no finer than I 
am; theſe clothes are good enough to drink in, and to be 
theſe boots too; an they be not, let them hang them- 
ſelves in their own ſtraps. | 3 . 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; 1 
heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a fooliſh knight 
that you brought in one night here to be her wooer. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. „„ 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in IIlyria. 

Mar. What's that ta the purpoſe? 

Sir To. Why he has three thouſand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he'Il have but a year in all theſe ducats; 
he's a very fool and a prodigal. „ 

Sir Jo. Fie, that you'll tay fo! he plays o'th'viol-de- 
gambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed almoſt natural; for, beſides 
that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller; and, but that he 
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hath the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he hath in 
quarrelling, *tis thought among the prudent he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. | 

Sir To. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſubtrac- 
tors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 


1 


in your company. 


in Illyria: he's a coward and a coyſtril that will not drink 
to my niece till his brains turn ofthe toe like a pariſn- top. 
What, wench? Caſtiliano volgo; for here comes Sir 
Andrew Ague- face. 5 | 


Enter Sir ANDREW, 


Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby Belch? 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew | — 

Sir And. Bleſs you, fair threw. 

Mar. And you too, fir. „ 

dir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And, What's that? 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid, 


ance. 5 a 
Mar. My name is Mary, fir. 
Sir And. Good Mrs. Mary Accoſt— 
$:r To, You miſtake, knight, accoſt is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aſſail her. 

Sir And. By my troth I would not undertake her in this 
company. Is that the meaning of accoſt ? 
Mar, Fare you well, gentlemen. 8 
Sir To. An thou let part fo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
might'{ never draw ſword again. oo 

Sir And. An you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw a ſword again; fair lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand! 
Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 


a 5 And. Marry, but you ſhall have; and here's my 
and. 


hand to the buttery- bar and let it drink. 


Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly 


Sir To. Wich drinking healths to my nicce; Il drink 
to her as long as there is a paſſage in my throat ad d ink 


Sir And. Good miſtreſs Accoſt I deſire better acquaint- 


Mar. Now, ſir, thought is free; I pray youbring your 
B 2 
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Sir And. Wherefore, Iweet-heart? what” s your me. 
taphor? | 

Mar. It's dry, fir. 

Sir And. Why, I think fo! I am not ſuch an aſs but 
can keep my hand dry, But what's your jeſt? 

Mar. A dry jeſt, fir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay, fir, 1 have them at my fingers' ends: marry, 
now I let go your hand I am barren. 

[Exit MARIA. 
Sir To. O knight, thou lack'f a cup of canary; when 
did I ſee thee fo put down! _. 

Sir And. Never in your life 1 "think: unleſs you ſee 
canary put me down: Methinks ſometimes I have no 
more wit than a chriſtian, or an ordinary man has; but! 
am a great cater of beef, and I believe that does barm to 
my wit. 

Sir To. No queſtion. 

Sir And. An I thought that I'd forfwear | it. PII ride 
home to-morrow, Sir T oby. 

Sir To. Porquoy, my dear knight? | 
Sir And. What isporqury? door not do, I would had 
beſtow' d that time in the tongues that I have in fencing, 
d:ncing, and bear- beating: O had I but follow'd the arts! 

Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of hair, 

Sir And. Why would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not curl 
by nature. 

bi And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not? 

Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like flax on a diſtaff, and I 
hope to ſee a houſe wife take thee between her legs and 
ſpin it off. . _ 

Sir And. f aith Vl home to-morrow, Sir Toby; your 
niece will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhe'I 
none of me: the count himſelf here hard by wooes her. 

Sir To. She'll none o'the count; ſhe'll not match above 
her degree, neither in eſtate, Jars, nor wit; I have heard 
her ſwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir And. III ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow o'the | 
{ſtrangeſt mind the world; J delight in —_ and 
revels ſometimes altagether. 
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Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, knight? 
Sir. And. As any man in Illyria whatſoever he be under 
the degree of my betters; and yet 1 will not compare 
with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight! ? 
Sir Aud. Faith I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the muiton to't. 


ſtrong as any man in IIlyria. 

have theſe gifts a curtain before them ? are they like to 
take duſt like miſtreſs Mall's picture? why doſt thou not 
go to church in a galliard and come home in a coranto ? 
My very walk ſhould be a jig; I would not ſo much as 
is it a world to hide virtues in? I did think, by the ex- 
ſtar of a galliard. 

_ a flame-colour'd ſtock. Shall we ſet about {ome revels ? 
der Taurus? 

Sir And. Taurus! that's ſides and 1 


Sir To. No, fir, it is N and thighs. Let me ſee thee 
8 ha higher: ha, ha! excellent ! . 


Sir To. Wherefore are theſe thives hid? wherefore 


make water but in a ſink-a-pace. What doſt thou mean? 
cellent conſtitution of thy leg, it Was formed under the 
Sir Aud. Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does ndiffirent well in 


Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe? were we not born un- | 


1 * . 


8 c E N E Iv. The Palict. 
Enter VALENTINE and VIOLA in Man's Attire. 


Val. If the duke continue theſe favours towards you 

Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hath 

known you but three days, and already you are no ſtranger. 
Vio. Kon either fear his humour or my negligence, 

that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love: Is 

he inconſtant, fir, in his favours? 

Val. No, believe me. 


Enter Duke, Cur1o, and Attendants. 


Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 
Duke. Who ſaw Ceſario, ho? 


Vio. On you attendance, my lord, here, B 3 


Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick ſimply as 


D 2 
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Duke. Stand you a while aloof.—Ceſario, 


Thou know'it no leſs but all; I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul : 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gait unto her; 


Be not deny'd acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 


And tell them there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 


Till thou have audience. 
Vis. Sure, my noble lord, 
te ſhe be fo abandon'd to her forrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds 
Rather than make unprofited return. 
Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then? 


Dufte. O then, unfold the paſhon of my love, 


Surpriſe her with the diſcourſe of my dear faith: 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of a more grave aſpect. 
Vio. I think not ſo, my lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it; | 
For they ſhall yet belic thy happy years 
That fay thou art a man; Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ ſhrill and ſound, 


And all is ſemblative a woman's part. 


1 know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair: Some four or five attend him; - 
All, if you will; for I myſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company :—Proſper well in this 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as I lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Vio. I'll do my beſt | 
To woo your lady: [ Exit Duke. yet a barrful ſtrife! 
Whoe'er I woo myſelf would be his wife. — 


wt. 


—__— 


SCENE V. Ouvia's Houſe. 
| Enter MARIA and Clown. 


Aar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or! 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may enter in wax 


of * excuſe; my lady will hang chee for thy abſence. 


WHAT YOU WILL. | | IT 


Clo. Let hes hang me; he that is well hang de in this 
world needs fear no . | 


Mar. Make that good. 

Ci. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where that 
ſaying was born of, I fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good miſtreſs Mary ? 


Mar. In the wars; and that you may be bold to ſay in 
your foolery. 


Co. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it, and 
thoſe that are fools let them uſe their talents. 

Mar. Vet you will be hang'd for being ſo long abſent, 
or be turned away; is not that as good as a banging to 

ou? 

l Ch. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad marriage; 
and for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 

Mar. You are reſolute then? : 

Clo. Not fo neither; but I am reſolved on two points. 

Mar. That if one break the other will hold, or if 
both break your gaſkins fall. 


Ch. Apt in good faith, very apt! Well, go thy way) 


if dir Toby would leave drinking thou wert as inks © 


piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Illyria. 
Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that ; here comes 
my lady: make your excuſe wiſely, you were beit. | Exit, 


Enter OLIVIA and MALVOLIO. 


Qs. Wit, andt be thy will, put me into good fooling! 
Thoſe wits that think they have thee do very oft prove 
fools; and I, that am ſure I lack thee, may pals for a 
wiſe man: for what ſays Quinapalus? Better a witty - 
fool than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs thee, lady! 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Ci. Do you not hear fellows? take away the lady. 

Oli. Go to, you're a dry fool; I'll no more of you; 
beſides you grow diſhoneſt. 

Clo. Two faults, Madonna, that drink and good counſel 
will amend; for give the dry fool drink, then is the tool 
not dry ; bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf, if he mend 
he is no lobger diſhoneſt ; z If he cannot, let the botcher 
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mend him: Any thing that's mended 1s but patched; 


virtue that tranſgreſſes is but patched with fin, and fin 


that amends is but patched with virtue. If that this ſimple 
ſyllogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what remedy? as 
there is no true cuckold but calamity, fo beauty's a flower: 


the lady bade take away the fool; therefore I fay again 


take her away. 5 

Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 
Ci. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree Lady, Cucullus 
non facit monachum; that's as much as to ſay, 1 wear not 
motley in my brain. Good Madonna, give me leave to 


prove you a fool. 


Oli. Can you do it?! 

Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof. 5 

Clo. J muſt catechiſe you for it, Madonna; good my 
mouſe of virtue, anſwer me? _ 


Oli. Well, fir, for want of other idleneſs, I'Il bide 


your proof. 


Co. Good Madonna, why mourn'ſt thou? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
Clo. I think his ſoul is in hell, Madonna. 


Oli. I know his ſoul is in heaven, fool. 


Cb. The more fool you, Madonna to mourn for your 
brother's foul being in heaven. —Take away the tool, 


gentlemen. 8 ; 
Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? doth he 
not mend ? Z | 

Mal. Yes; and ſhall do till the pangs of death ſhake 
him: Infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth ever make 


the better fool. 


Clo. God ſend you, fir, a ſpeedy infirmity for the 
better increaſing your folly! Sir Toby will be ſworn that 
I am no fox! but he will not paſs his word for two-pence 
that you are no fool. Nw 

Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? 

Mal I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal; I ſaw him put down the other day with an 
ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a ſtone : Look 


you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs you laugh 


and miniſter occaſion to him he is gagg d. I proteſt ! 


* 


take theſe wiſe men that crow ſo at theſe ſet kind of fools 
no better than the fools' zanies. 

Oli. O, you are ſick of ſelf-love, Malvolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite; to be generous, guiltleſs, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for bird- 
bolts that you deem cannon bullets. There is no ſlander 
in an allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor 
no railing in a known diſcreet man, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 15 1 
Cb. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing for thou 
ſpeak'ſt well of fools ! 


Enter MARIA. 


Har. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
much defires to ſpeak with you. 
Oli. From the count Ortino, is it? 


well attended. - | | 
Oli, Who of my people hold him in delay? 
Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinſman. 
Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you; he ſpeaks nothing but 


from the count, I am fick, or not at home; what you 
will to diſmiſs it. [ Exit MALvoL1o.] Now you ſee, fir, 
how your fooling grows old and people diſlike it. 

Ch. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madonna, as if thy eldeſt 
ſon ſhould be a fool; whoſe ſcull Jove cram with brains, 
for here comes one of thy kin has a moſt weak pia mater / 


Enter Sir | oBy. 


Oli. By mine honour half drunk. —W hat is he at the 
gate, coulin ? | 
Sir To. A gentleman. 
Oi. A gentleman! What gentleman? 
pickle-herring how now, fot? 
Ch. Good fir Toby 
Oli. Couſin, couſin, how have you come ſo early by this 
lethargy ? ME 880 by 
”* To. Lechery! I defy lechery: There's one at the 
2A e. ; | 8 
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Mar. I know not, madam) tis a fair young man, and 


madman; Fie on him! Go you, Malvolio: if it be a ſuit * 


L 
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Sir To. Tis a gentleman here — A plague o' theſe 
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Oli. Ay, marry; what is he? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not: 
give me faith, fay I, Well, it's all one. Exit. 
Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool? Eu 
Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman: one 
draught above heat makes him a fool ; the ſecond macs 

him; and the third drowns him. 
8 04. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him ſit omy 
coz, for he's in the third degree of drink, he's drown'd; 
go, look after nim. 
Cla. He is but mad yet, N and the fool ſhall 
look to the madman. [ Exit Clawn, 


Re- enter Mar VOLIO. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will ſpeak 
with you. I told him you were lick; he takes on him to 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
you; I told him you were aſleep, he ſeems to have a fore- 
| knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
you. What is to be {aid to him, lady ? he's fortified againff 
any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told fo; and he ſays he'll ſtand at 
your door like a ſheriff's poſt, and be the ſupporter to a 
bench but he'll ſpeak with you, 

Oli. What kind of man is he? 

al. Why of man kind. 

Oi. What manner of man? | 

Mal. Of very ill manner ; he'll ten with you, will 

you or no. 

Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he? 

| Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a boy ; as a {quaſh is before tis a peaſcod, or a codling 
when *tis almoſt an apple: *tis with him e'en ſtanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-fayour'd, 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; one would think his 

mother's milk were ſcarce out of him. _ 
Oli. Let him approach; call in my gentlewoman. 
Aal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. Exit. 


bl 
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Ne- enter MARIA. 


0. Give me my veil: come throw it o'er my face . 
We'll once more hear Orſino's embaſſy. FILE to 


Enter VIOLA. 


No. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? 
Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her; Your will? 
Pio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beauty, 


I never ſaw her: I would be loth to cait away my ſpeech z 

for, beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, I have taken 

great pains to con it. Good beautics let me fuſtain no 
ſcorn; Iam very comptible even to the leaſt {iniſter uſage, 

Ol. Whence came you, fir. | 

Vio. J can fay little more than I have ſtudied, and 


me modeſt aſſurance if you be the lady of the houſe, that 
I may proceed in my ſpeech? | 
Oli. Are you a comedian? | 
Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very fangs 


\ 


lady of the houſe ? TE 
Oli. If I do not uſurp myſelf I am. 2 
Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp yourſelf; 
for what is yours to beſtow 1s not yours to reſerve. But 
this is from my commiſſion: I will on with my ſpeech in 
your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of my meſſage. 
Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you 
the praiſe. „ | | 
Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and *tis 
„„ : 
Oli. It is the more like to be feigned; I pray you keep 
it in. J heard you were ſaucy at my gates, and allow'd 
our approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 


tis not that time of the moon with me to make one in 
ſo ſkipping a dialogue. 5 : 

Mar, Will you hoiſt fail, fir? here lies your way. 
Vio. No, good ſwabber; I am to hull here a little 


longer. Some mollification for your giant, ſweet lady. 


Ol, Tell me your mind. 


I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the houſe, for 


that queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 


of malice, I ſwear I am not that I play. Are you che 


If you be not mad, begone; if you have reaſon, be brief: 
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Vio, I am a meſſenger. 
Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous matter to deliver 

when the courteſy of it 1s fo fearful. Speak your ofice, 

io. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture 
of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the olive in my 
hand: my words are as full of peace as matter. 
Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 
would you? e ä 
Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appeared in me have! 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what! 
would, are as ſecret as a maiden-head; to your ears 
divinity, to any other's profanation.” © 
Oli. Give us the place alone; [ Exit MAR. ] we will 
hear this divinity. Now, fir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet lady, — 5 

Oi. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be ſaid 
of it. Where lies your text! V 

Vio. In Orſino's boſom. | 

Oli. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom ? 

_ Fu. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his heart. 

Oli. O I have read it; it is hereſy. Have you no 
more to ſay? Yrs 

Vio. Good madam let me fee your face. 8 
Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your lord to ne- 
gociate with my face? You are now out of your text; 
but we will draw the curtain and ſhew you the picture, 
Look you, ſir, ſuch an one I was this preſent : Is't not 
wel eager Ho oe PS nnnnn [ Undeiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli. Tis in grain, fir; *twill endure wind and weather, 
Nio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, | 
If you will lead theſe graces to the grave 
And leave the world no copy. 7 8 

Oui. O, fir, I will not be fo hard-hearted, I will give 
out divers ſchedules of my beauty; it {hall be inventoried, 
and every particle and utenſil labell'd to my will; as item, 
two lips indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to 
them; item, one neck, one chin, and ſo forth. Were you 
ſent hither to praiſe me? 
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Vio. I ſee you what you are; you are too proud; 

But if you were the devil you are fair. 

My lord and maſter loves you; O fuch love 

Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty 35 

Oli. How does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 


Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And, in dimenjion and the ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon ; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his aniwer long ago. 5 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuffering ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe, 
] would not underſtand it. g 
Oli. Why, what would you? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houle 
Write loyal cantos of contemned love, 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Haloo your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babbling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia! O, you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhouk pity me. | 
Oli. You might do much. What is your parentage? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 
I ama gentleman. | 
Oli. Get you to your lord; 
I cannot love him: let him ſend no more, 
UnleſFperchance you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well; 
I thank you for your pains, ſpend this for me, 
Vio. J am no tee'd poſt, lady; keep your purſe; 
My maſter not myſelf lacks recompenſ. 
Love makes his heart of flint, that you ſhall love; 
. And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be | 
Flac d in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exits 


* 


Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him: 


Unleſs the maſter were the man. 


If that the youth will come this way to-morrow 


WII you ſtay no longer, nor will you not, that 
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Oli. What is your parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my ſlate is well: 
i am a gentleman. I'll be ſworn thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon :—Not too faſt; — ſoft! ſoft 
How / now? 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague? 

Methinks I feel this youth's perfections | 

With an inviſible and ſubtle ſtealth, -_ 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.— 


What, ho, Malvolio—— 


Re- enter MALVOLIO. 


Mal. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 

Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The county's man; he left this ring behind him, 
Would I or not; tell him P11 none of it. 

Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him: 


III give him reaſons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. Ea, 
Oli. I do I know not what; and fear to find 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe: 


What is decreed muſt be, and be this fo! [Exil. 
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ACT 
SCENE I, The Street. 
Enter ANTON10 and SEBASTIAN, 
Antonio, 

I go with you? 


Seb. By your patience, no; my ſtars ſhine darkly over 
me: the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diſtemper 
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| yours; therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave that I 
may bear my evils alone: It were a bad reco:npente for 

| your love to lay any of them on you. : 
Ant, Let me know of you whither you are bound? 
| $-b. No, in ſooth, fir; my determinate voyage is mere 

| extravagancy. But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me what I 
am willing to keep in, therefore it charges me in manners 
the rather to expreſs myſelti. Y ou muit know of me then, 
Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Rodorigo; 
my father was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom I know 
you have heard of; he left behind him myſelf and a lifter, 
both born in an hour : If the heavens had been pleas'd, 
would we had fo ended! but you, ſir, alter'd that; for 
= ſome hour before you took me from the breach of the ſea 

vas my ſiſter drown'd. 
| Ant. Alas, the day! | 
Geb. A lady, fir, though it was faid ſhe much reſembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but though I 
could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over far believe that, 
yet thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a mind that 
envy could not but call fair; ſhe is drown'd already, fir, 
& with ſalt water, though I ſeem to drown her remembrance 
again with more. | 

Ant. Pardon me; fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble, 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, let me 
be your ſervant, | 
Sb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
Kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it not. Fare ye 

well at once: my boſom is full of kindneſs; and I am yet 
ſo near the manners of my mother, that upon the leaſt oc- 

caſion more mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound 
to the count Orſino's court: Farewell. [ Exit. 
Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee! 
have many enemies in Ortino's court, | 
Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: 
But, come what may, I do adore thee fo, pon 
That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. [ Exit, 


20 TWELFTH NIGHT} OR, 
SCENE II. 


Enter VIOLA and MALVOLIO at ſeveral Doors. 
Mal. Were not you even now with the counteſs Olivia? 
Vio. Even now, fir; on a moderate pace J have ſince 
arrived but hither. N 5 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, fir; you might 
have ſaved me my pains to have taken it away yourlelt, 
She adds moreover, that you {ſhould put your lord into a 
deſperate aſſurance ſhe will none of him: And one thing 
more; that you be never fo hardy to come again in his 
affairs, unleſs it be to report your lords taking of this, 
Receive it ſo. . . 

Vio. She took the ring of me! I'Il none of it. 

Mal. Come, fir, you peeviſhly threw it to her; and 
her will is it ſhould be fo return'd : if it be worth ſtooping 
for, there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his that 15 i. 
| ID | | 1 4 | xt, 
Vio. I left no ring with her: What means this lady! 

Fortune forbid, my outſide have not charm'd her ! 

She made good view of me; indeed ſo much, 
That ſure methought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly. Eh 
She loves me ſure! the cunning of her paſſion 
| Invites me in this churliſh metlenger. _ 
None of my lord's ring! why, he ſent her none. 

I am the man If it be ſo (as tis) | 
Poor lady, ſhe were- better love a dream. 
Difguiſe I ſee thou art a wickednels, 
W herein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How eaſy is it for the proper falſe es, 
In women's waxen hearts to ſet their forms? 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe not we; 
For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 
How will this fadge? My maſter loves her dearly; 
And I, poor monſter, fond as much on him; 
And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to doat on me: 
What will become of this? As I am man 

My Rate is deſperate for my maſter's love; 
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As Jam woman, now alas the day ! 

What thriftleſs ſighs {tall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O, time, thou muſt entangle this, not I; | 

It is too hard a knot for me to untie.  [Exit. 


2 


8E N E III. Orrvia's Hog. 
Enter Sir ToBY and Sir ANDREW. 


Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew; not to be a-bed after 
midnight is to be up b-times, and diluculo ſurgere thou 
know'ſt— 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth I know not; but I know 
to be up late, is to be up late. 5 

Sir To. A falſe concluſion ; I hate it as an unfill'd can. 
To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early; 
ſo that to go to bed afcer midnight, is to go to bed be- 
times. Does not our life conſiſt of the four elements? 

Sir And. Faith, fo they ſay; but I think it rather eon- 
ſiſts of eating and drinking. | 

Sir To. Thou art a ſcholar ; let us therefore eat and 
drink.—Marian, I fay a ftoop of wine! 

| Enter Clown. 

Sir And, Here comes the fool, i'faich. 

Ch. How now, my hearts? Did you never ſee the 
picture of we three ? 2 . 

Sir To. Welcome, aſs, Now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth the fool has an excellent breaſt. 
L had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg; and fo 
ſweet a breath to ſing as the — has. In ſooth thou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt night When thou ſpok'ſt of 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paſſing the equinoctial of 
Quebus; *twas very good i' faith. 1 ſent thee ſixpence 
for thy leman: Had'it it? Rs 

Ch, I did impetticoat thy gratuity ; for Malvolio's noſe 
Is no whip-ſtock: My lady has a white hand, and the 
Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houſes © 

Sir And. Excellent! Why this is the beſt fooling when 
all is done. Now a ſong. „ 

Sir To. Come on, there is ſixpence for you; let's have 
A long, | | | 
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Sir And. There's a teſtril of me too; if one knight 


give a— 
Ch. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of good 
ife ? | ; 


Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 
| Sir And. Ay, ay; I care not for good life. 


Clown ſings. 


O miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming? 
O flay and hear ; your true love's coming, 
That can ſing bath high and low : 
Trip no further, pretty fweeting ; 
Journies end in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe man's ſon doth know, 


Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith! 
Sir To. Good, good. 


Clo. What is love? tits not e 33 
Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter : 
I hat's to come, is ſtill unſure: 5 
In delay there lies no plenty; 
Then come kiſs me fuveet and twenty, 


Vouth's a fluff will not endure. 


Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight. 
Sir To. A contagious breath. 
Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious rfaith. 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed ? Shall we 
rouſe the night-owl in a catch that will draw three iouls 

out of one weaver? ſhall we do that? 

Sir And. An you love me let's do't: I am a dog at a 
catch. 

Clo. By'r lady, fir, and ſome dogs will eh well. 

Sir And. Moſt certain; let our catch be, T hou Knabe. 

Cl. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight! I ſhall be con- 
ſtrain'd in't to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. *Tis not the firſt time I have conftrain'd one 
to call me knave. Begin fool; it begins, Hold iy peace. 

Clo. I ſhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, 7faith | come begin. 


FE I 5c ing 4 catch 
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| Enter MARIA. 
Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here! If my 
lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Cataian, we are politicians ; Mal- 
volio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men be we. 
Am not I confanguineous? am I not of her blood? 
Tilly vally, lady ! There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady ! 


Clo. Beſhrew me the knight's in admirable fooling.” 


and fo do I too; he does it with a better grace but I do 

it more natural. a7 | e 
Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December | Singing. 

Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

i Enter MALVvOLIo. 

Mal. My maſters, are you mad? or what are you? 

Have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble like 

tinkers at this time of night? Do ye make an ale-houſe 

of my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coziers 


there no reſpect of place, perſons, nor time in you? 
Sir To. We did keep time, fir, in our catches. 
dneck up! N 
Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that though ſhe harbours you as her 


can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemeanors you are wel- 
come to the houſe; if not, an it would pleaſe you to take 
leave of her, ſhe is very willing to bid you farewell. 
Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, fince I muſt needs be gone. 
Mal. Nay, good fir Toby. EO 
Clo. His eyes do ſhew his days are almoſt done. 
Mal. Ist even ſo? 
Sir To. But [will never die. 
Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie, 
Mal. "Fhis is much credit to you. 
dir To. Shall 1 bid him ge? _ [Singing. 
Clo. What an if you do? IG 
dir To. Shall 7 bid him go and ſpare not? 

lo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not, ob 


Singing. 


= . 
Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos'd, 


catches without any mitigation or remorſe of voice? Is 


_ A 


as 
. —— 


kinſman, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders. If you 


F* 


chain with crumbs :—A hw of wine, Maria? 
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Sir To. Out o'tune, ſir, ye lie. Art any more than 
a ſteward? Doſt thou think, TS thou art virtuous, 


there ſhall be no more cakes und ale? 


Ch. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot i'the 
mouth too, 


Sir To. Thou'rt 7the ri ght. Go, fir, rub your 


Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour at 


any thing more than contempt, you would not give means 


for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this hand. ¶ Ext. 


Mar. Go ſhake your ears. 

Sir And. 'T were as good a deed as to drink when 2 
man's hungry to challenge him to the field, and then to 
break promiſe with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't knight; P11 write thee a challenge, or Pl 
deliver thy indignation. to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; ſince 


the youth of the count's was to-day with my lady ſhe is 
much out of quiet. For monſieur Malvolio, let me alone 


with him: If I do not gull him into a nay word, and make 
him a common recreation, do not think I have wit enough 
to lie ſtraight in my bed; I know I can do it. 
Sir To. Poſſeſs us, polleſs us! tell us ſomething of him, 
Mar. Marry, fir, ſometimes he is a kind of puritan. 
Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 
Sir Ta. What, for being a puritan? thy exquiſite rea- 


fon, dear knight? 


Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for t; but 1 
reaſon good enough. 
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 


 Rantly but a time-pleaſer; an affection'd aſs, that cons 


ſtate without book, and utters it by great ſwarths: the 
beſt perſuaded of himſelf, ſo cram'd, as he thinks, wich ex- 
cellencies, that it 1s his ground of faith that all that look 
on him love him; and on that vice in him will my re- 
venge find notable cauſe to work. | 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. | will drop in his way ſome ohleure epiſtles 0; 
Jove; wherein, by the colour of his beard,.the ſhape of 
his leg, the manner of his gait, the exprefſure of his 93 


8 and n he ſhall find himſelf mo 
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feelingly perſonated: I can write very like my lady, your 


niece; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make dif= | 


3 tinction of our hands. 
FSi To. Excellent! I ſmell a device. 
Sir And. J hav't in my noſe too. 


Hir To. He ſhall think, by the letters that thou wilt 


drop, that they come from my niece, and that ſhe is in 
love with him. 
Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 
Sir And. And your horſe now would make him an aſs. 
Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. 
Sir And. O, *twill be admirable 
Mar. Sport Toyal, I warrant you: I know m phyſic 
will work with him. I will plant you two, fre let the 


fool make a third, where he ſhall nd the letter; obſerve 


his conſtruction of it. For this night to bed and dream 
on the event. Farewell. | I Exit, 
= Sir To. Good-night, Pentheſilea. | 

Sir And. Before me ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that adores 
me What o'that! 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 


da Ts. Lets to bed, knight.——Thou bar need 


ſend for more money. 


Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
way out, 


ir To. Send for money, knight; if thou haſt he 


''the end, call me Cut. r not 
1 Aud. If I do not never truſt me, take it how Jou 
WY 


Sir To. Come, come; ; Þ l go burn ſome ſack, tis too, 
late to go to-bed : come, knight; come knight. 


* )— 


— —— LJ. 


** ä 


8 CE NE IV. The Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, VIOLA, Curio, and others. 


Duke. Give me fome muſic Now, good-morrow, 
friends : 


Now, good Cee, but that piece of fon, C 3 


vo 
3 . — — — 
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That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night: 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much; 
More than light airs and recollected terme 
Of theſe moit-briſk ana As pho times 
Come, but one verſe. 
8 Cur. He is not wy, lo pleaſe your lordſhip, that ſhould 
ing it. | 
5. Who was it? 
Cur. Feſte, the jeſter, my lord; a fool that the lady 
Olivia's father took much delight ans he is about the 
houſe. 
Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 
[Exit CURIo. ¶ Mijic. 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it remember me: 
For ſuch as I am all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and ſkittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. —How doſt thou like this tune? 
Vio. It gives a very echo to the ſeat | 
Where love is thron'd. 
Duke. Thou doſt ſpeak maſlerly: 
My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtay'd upon ſome favour that it loves— 
Fath it not, boy? 
Vio. A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 
Vio. Of your complexion. 
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years i' faith: 
Vio. About your years, my lord. 


Duke. Too old, by Heaven: Let {till the woman take 


An elder than herſelf; ſo wears ſhe to him, 
So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however wedo praiſe ourſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, _ 
More. longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and won, 
Than women's are, 

Vio. I'think it well, my lord. 

Due. Then let thy love be younger than thyſels 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: | 


C 
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For women are as roſes; whoſe fair flower, 

Being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Vio. And ſo they are: alas, that they are ſo; 

To die even when they to perfection grow | 


Re-enter CuR1o and Cloꝛun. 


- Date, O fellow, come, the ſong we had laſt night: FOR 
Mark it, Ceſario; it is old and plain: 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chaunt it; it is ſilly footh, 
Anddallies with the 1 INNOCENCE of love, 
Like the old age. 


Ch. Are you ready, ſir? 
Duke. Ay, priithee, ſing [ Muſic. 


SN. 


| Come away, come away, death, 
And in ſad cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, breath ; 
Lam ſlain by a fair cruel maid. 
My 2 . of white, fluck all with Jew, 
O, Prepare it; | 
My part of death no one ſo true 
Did ſhare it. 


Mot a flower, not a flower fuveet, 
On 4 black coffin let there be flrewn ; 
Net a friend, not a friend greet | 
My peer corpſe, where my bones ſhall be thrown : 
thouſand, thouſend ſighs to ſave, 3 

Lay me, ! Qwhere 
Sad true-love never find my grave, 
To weep ther ee, 


Dale. There s for thy pains. 
Ch. No pains, ſir; I take pleaſure in ſinging, ſir. 
Duke. Pl pay thy pleaſure then, 

. Truly, ſir, and pleaſure will be paid one time or 
er. 


Due. Give me now leave to leave thee. 


* 
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Clo. Now the melancholy god protect thee; and the 
tailor make thy doublet of cede taffata, for thy 
mind is a very opal l- I would have men of ſuch con. 
ſtancy put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, 
and their intent every Where; for that's it that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing,—F arewell, [ Ext, 
Duke. Let all the reſt give place.“ Excunt, 
Once more, Ceſario, 
Get thee to yon ſame ſovereign cruelty: 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her I hold as giddily as fortune; 
But *tis that miracle and queen of en, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my foul. 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, fir f— 
Dube, J cannot be fo anſwer'd. 
Vio. *Sooth but you muſt. 
Say that ſome lady, as perhaps there is, 
HFHath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her ſo? muſt. ſhe not then be anſwer d? 
Duke. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong paſſion 
As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be calFd appetite, 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, — 
That ſuffer ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 
And can digeſt as much: make no compare 
Between that love a woman can Doan me 
AndthatTowe n e 
Vio. Ay, but I Know . 
Duke. What doſt thou know ! J 
Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe: 
In faith they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter loy'd a man, | 
As it might be, perhaps, were Ja woman, 
I ſhould your lordſhip. 
Duke. And What's her hiſtory 1 
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Vio. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i'the bud, 

Feed on her damaſk cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 

She fat like patience on a monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more: but, indeed, 
Our ſhows are. more than will; for {till we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 

Vio. J am all the daughters of my father's houſe, 
And all the brothers too ; — and yet I know not :— 
Sir, ſhall I to this lady? | 5 

Duke. Ay, that's the theme, 

To her in haſte; give her this jewel; ſay, 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [ Exennt. 


_—_— 


SCENE V. Orivia's Garden. 
Enter Sir Tosy, Sir ANDREW, and FABIAN. 
Air To, Come thy ways, ſignior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come; if I loſe a ſcruple of this ſport, 
let me be boiPd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable ſhame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know he brought me 

out of favour with my lady about a bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. To anger him we'll have the bear again: and we 
will fool him black and blue: ſhall we not, Sir Andrew? 
Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

JJ og TT 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain :—How now, my 


Mar. Get you all three into the box-tree: Malvolio's 
_ down this walk: he has been yonder !the ſun, 
practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour: 
ebſerve him for the love of mockery: for I know this 
letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Cloſe, in 
the name of jeſting! Lie thou there; for here comes the 
trout that muſt be caught with tickling. 


[They hide themſelves ; Man 16 throws dewn a letter and exit. ] 
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Enter MALVOLIO. 


Mal. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once 
told me ſhe did affect me; and I have heard herſelf come 
thus near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my 
complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 
| reſpect than any one elſe that follows her. What ſhould 

J think on't. 15 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue! | 

Fab. O, peace Contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
cock of him; how he jets under his advanced — 

Sir And. "Slight, I could ſo beat the 8 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

. Hal. To be count Malvolio; 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Lir And. Piſtol him, piſtol ki. 
Sir To. Peace, peace 

Mal. There is example for't ; the lady of the ſtrachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab. O, peace! now he's deeply in; look how | imagi- 
nation blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, ſitting 
in my ſtate, 

Sir To. O, for a ſtone-bow, to hit him! in the eye! 

Mal. Calling my officers about me in my branch'd 
velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where! have 
left Olivia ſleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace! 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate: and after 
a demure travel of regard. telling them, I know my 
place as I would they mould do W atk for my 
kinſman Toby.— _ 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace, peace now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart, make 
out for him: I frown, the while, and, perchance, wind 

up my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. LOT ap- 
proaches ; curtſies there to me: | 


Sir To, Shall this fellow live? 


sS 


— 
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Fab. Though our ſilence be drawn from us with cars, 
yet Pease. : 
Mal. I extend' my hand to him thus, quenching my 
familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 
Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'the lips 
then! 
* Mal. Saying, Couſin Toby, my erties having caſt me on 
your niece, give me this 5 of ſpeech — 
Sir To. What, n 
Aal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. 
Sir To. Out ſcab! 
Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the ſinews of our plot. 
Mal. Beſides you my the treaſure of your time with a 
fooliſh knight. 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew! 
Sir And. I knew, twas I; for many do call me fool. 
Mal. What yen: have we here? 
[Taking up the letter. 
Fab. Now is the woodcock near the " 
Sir T. O peace! and the ſpirit of humour intimate 
reading aloud to him ! | 
Mal. By my life, this is my lady's hand theſe be her | 
very Cs, her U's, and her 7's; and thus makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is in contempt of queſtion her hand. 
Sir And. Her C's, her Us, and her T's : Why that? 
Mal. To the unknown belived, this and my good wiſhes : 
ber very phraſes— By your leave wax.— Soft! and the 
impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal : tis 
my lady: To whom ſhould this be? 
Fab. This wins him liver and all. 


Mal. Jove knows I love: 
| But who ? 
. Lips do not move, 
WV man muſt know. 


No 1 man an muſt know. —What follows! the number” s alter d! 


No man muſt know :—it this ſhould be , Malvolio? 
. 7 5 un, ang sk brock ! 
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Mal. I may command where I adore : = 
But ſilence, like a Lucrece knife, Y 
With bloodleſs flroke my heart dot gere; 1 
M. O. A. I. doth fway my life. 3 
Fab. A fuſtian riddle! 
Sir To. Excellent wench! ſay TEE 
Mal. AA. O. A. I. doth ſtvay my bfe—Nay, but firſt, 
ot me ſee, —let me ſee, —let me fee. + 
Fab. What a diſh of poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him! 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtannyel checks at it! 
Mal. 7 may command where I adore. Why, ſhe may 
command me; I ſerve her, ſhe is my lady. Why, this is 

_ evident, to any formal capacity. There is no obſtruction 
in this; — And the end ;—W hat ſhould that alphabetical 
poſition portend ? if J could make that reſemble fome- 

thing in me,—Softly MH. O. A. I 
Str Ta. O, ay! make up that: he is now at a cole ſcent, 
Fab. Sowter will cry Sd for all this, though it be 
28 rank as a fox. 
Mal. M—Malvolio ;— M—why,that begins my name, 
Fab. Did not I ſay he would work it aut! ? the cur is 
| excellent at faults. 
Mal. M, — but then there is no — in the 


baby — under probation: 4 ſhould follow, 
but O does. 


Fab. And O ſhall end L hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or Fll cadget him and make him ery 07% 

Hal. And then I comes behind. 
Fab. Ay, an you had an eye behind you, you might ſee 

more e e at your heels than fortunes before you. 

Mal. M. O. A. I. This ſtimulation is not as the for- 
mer :—and yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to me; 
for every one of theſe letters is in my name. Soft ! here 
follows proſe.— f this fall into thy hand, reuolbe. In my 
ars I am above thee ; but be not afraid of reatneſs : Some 
are born great, ſome atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have great- 
neſs thruft upon them. Thy fates open their hands; let thy 
blood and ſpirit embrace them, And to innare thyſelf to what 
thou art like to be, caft thy hamhle fongli and appear freſb. 
Be oppoſite with a kinſman, ſurley with ſervants : let thy 
tongue tang arguments of ſtats ; put thyſelf into the trick " 


IP 


WHAT YOU WILL. 33 


fingularity : Sbe thus adviſes thee that ſighs for thee. Re- 
member who commended thy yellow ſtockings ; and wiſh'd to ſee 
thee ever croſs-garter'd : I ſay, remember. Ga to; thou art 
made, if thou dgſir ft to be ſo; if not, let me ſee thee a fleward 
Hill, the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy to touch fortunes 
ers. Farauvell, She, that would alter ſervices with thee, 
rhe Fortunate-unhappy. Day-light and champian diſcovers 
not more: this is open. I will be proud, I will read po- 
litic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will waſh off groſs 
acquaintance, I will be point-de-vice the very man. I do 
not now fool myſelf to let imagination jade me; for ever: 
reaſon excites to this, that my lady loves me. She dig 
commend my yellow ſtockings of late; ſne did praiſe my 
leg being crols-garter'd ; and in this ſhe manifeſts herſelf 
to my love, and, with a kind of injunction drives me to 
theſe habits of her liking. I thank my ſtars I am happy. 
I will be ſtrange, ſtout, in yellow ſtockings and crois- 
garter'd, even with the ſwiftneſs of putting on. Jove and 
my ſtars be praiſed! Here is yet a poſtcript. T hou canſt 
not chuſe but know who Tam. If thou entertaineſt my love, let 
it appear in thy ſiniiing; thy ſmiles become thee well : therefore 
in my preſence ſtill ſmile, dear my fweet, I pr ithee. — Jovez 
I thank thee ;—1 will ſmile; I will do every thing that 
thou wilt have me. DD e 
Fab. I will not give my part of this ſport for a penſion 
of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy, ©» 
Sir Te. I could marry this wench for this device. 
Sir And. So could I too. 5 | SE. 
dir To. And atk no other dowery with her but ſuch 
another jeſt. | red ooſters: 


Enter MARIA. 


Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sr To, Wilt thou ſet thy foot o'my neck? 

Sir And. Or o mine either? CEL was ab om 
Sir Ta. Shall I play my freedom at tray- trip, and be- 
come thy bond ſla ve? oy n 
"Sir Aud. V faith, or Lei ther? 
Sir To. Why thou. haſt put him in ſuch a dreamy that 
When the image af it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
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Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To. Like aquavite with a midwife. 
Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mark 


his firſt approach before my lady: he will come to her 


in yellow ſtockings, and it is a colour ſhe abhors; and 
croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts ; and he will ſmile 


upon her, which will now be fo unſuitable to her diſpoſi. 


tion, being addicted to a melancholy as the is, that it can- 
not but turn him into a notable contempt: if you will 


: ſee it, follow me. 


Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou moſt excellent 
geil of wit! 


Sir And. IN make one too. | Exit. 
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A C T II. 
8 c E N 1. Ourvia's Garden. 


Enter VIOLA and Clown. 
Viola. 
AVE thee, friend, and thy muſick: Doſt thou live by 
thy tabor ? 
© Clo. No, fir, I live by the church. 
Vio. Art thou a churchman? 
| Ch. No ſuch matter, fir; I do live by the a for 


Ido live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by the 


church. 

Hio. So thou may ſt ſay the king lies by a babs if a 
beggar dwell near him; or the church ſtands by thy tabor 
if thy tabor ſtand by the church. 

Clo. You have ſaid, fir. —To ſee this age ? — A ſentence 
is but a cheveril glove to a good wit; How quickly. the 
wrong {ide may be turned outward! _ 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton. 

- Ch. I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, ſir. 

Jio. Why, man? | 
_ Che. Why, ſir, her name's a word; and to dally with 
that word might make my ſiſter wanton : But, indeed, 


words are very raſcals ſince bonds diſgrac d them. 
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Vio. Thy reaſon, man? 

Ch. Troth, fir; I can yield you none without words; 
and words are grown fo falſe J am loth to prove reaſon 
with them. Ee 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careſt for 
nothing. ; RD, 
Ch. Not fo, fir, I do care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience, fir, I do not care for you; if that be to care 
for nothing, fir, I would it would make you inviſible. . 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool? 

Cle. No, indeed, fir; the lady Olivia has no folly : ſhe 
= will keep no fool, fir, till ihe be married; and fools are as 
like huſbands as pilchards are like herrings, the huſband's 
the bigger: I am, indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter 
of words. ava 6 1 5 

Vie. I faw thee late at the count Orſino's. 

Co. Foolery, fir, does walk about the orb like the ſun; 
it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, fir, but the fool 
ſhould be as oft with your maſter as with my miſtreſs : I 


think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 


Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with thee. 


Hold, there's expenſ.s for thee. 


- . 


Co. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, ſend 


thee a beard! 
= Pu. By my troth, I'll tell thee ; J am almoſt ſick for 
one; though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within? | | | 
Clo, Would not a pair of theſe have bred, fir? 
Vio. Yes, being kept together and put to uſe. 5 
C. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, fir, to 
bring a Creſſida to this Troilus. e 5 
| Pi. I underſtand you, fir; 'tis well begg'd. 
. The matter, I hope, is not great, fir, begging 
but a beggar ; Creſſida was a beggar. My lady is within, 
fir. I will conſter to them whence you come; who you 
are, and what you would, is out of my welkin: I might' 
lay element; but the word is over-worn. [ Exit, 
Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool: 


. 


And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit: 
| He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts, 
| The quality of the perſons and the time; = 
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And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wiſe man's art; 

For folly, that he wiſely ſhews, is fit ; 

But wiſe men's folly fallen quite taints their wit. 


ole Enter Sir Topy and Sir ANDREW. 


Sir And. Save you, gentlemen. 

Vio. And you, fir, 

Sir To. Dieu vous garde Monfeur. 

Vio. Et vous auſſi ; votre ſerveteur. 
Sir Te. I hope, fir, you are; and I am yours. Will 
you encounter the houſe ? my niece is deſirous you ſhould 
enter if your trade be to her. 

Vio. eus bound to your niece, fir: I mean the i is the 
liſt of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taſte your legs, ſir, put them to motion. 

Via. My legs bo better underftand me, fir, than I un. 
derſtand 3 you 2. bidding me taſte my legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, ſir, to enter. 

Vio. Iwill anſwer you wich gait and entrance: But we 
are prevented. 5 


Enter OLtvia and Marr. 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd lady, the heavens rain 
odours on you! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier | Rain odours! 

well. | 
Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
moſt pregnant and vouchſaf d ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchſa afed !— —Pll get 

em all three ready. 

Oui. Let the garden. door be ſhut and, leave me to my 
hearing. | 
7 * Sir Tosr, Sir ANDREW, and MARIA. 

Give me your hand, fir. _ 
Vio. My duty, madam, and moſt humble ſervice, 
Oii. What is your name? _ 

Fu. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair princeſs. 
Oli, My ſervant, ur! Ta never merry world, 


— 
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Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 
You are ſervant to the count Orſino, youth. 

Vis. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours; 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, madam, 

On. For him I think not on him: for his thoughts, : 
Would they were blanks rather than fill'd with me L 

Vio. Madam I come to wet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. ä . | 
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him: | 
But, would you undertake another ſuit, 
had rather hear you to ſolicit that | 
Than muſic from the ſpheres, 
Vio. Dear lady Ty 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment (you did hear), 
A ring in chaſe of you: ſo did I abuſe 
Myſelf, my ſervant, and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fit, 
To force that on you, in a ſhameful cunning, 8 
Which you knew none of yours: What might you think? 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, | 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your re- 

ceiving | 

Enough is ſhewn ; a cyprus not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart: fo let me hear you ſpeak. 

r 
Oli. That's a degree to love. 
Vio. No, not a grice; for 'tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. . 

Oli. Why then, methinks 'tis time to ſmile again: 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better | 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf? [ Clock gti hes, 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time.— 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 
There lies your way due welt, _ ney 
Vio. Then weſtward ho! 50 
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Grace and good diſpoſition attend your ladyfhip f 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 
Oli. Stay: | | 
I prithee tell me what thou think'ft of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you ore, 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 
Vis, Then think you right; I am not what I am, 
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be! 
Dio. Would it be better, madam, than I am? 
I wiſh it might; for now Iam your fool. 
Oli. O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon 
Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon, 
Celario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 
For, that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter: 
Love ſought is good, but given unſought is better. 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good madam ; never more 
Willl my matter's tears to you deplore. 
Oli. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ſt move 
That heart which now abhors to like his love [ Excunt. 


— 
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S CEN E H. 4 Apartment in OLivia's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Tosy, Sir ANDREW, and FABTAx. 

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 

Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your niece do more favours to 


the count's ſerving-man than ever ſhe beſtowed upon me 
I faw't i'the orchard. N 
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ir To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy! tell me 
that? 5 | 

Sir And. As plain as I ſee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
wards you. | 0 | 
| Sir And. *Slight! will you make an aſs o'me ? 

Fab. J will prove it legitimate, fir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reaſon. _ 1 ol 5 

Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen, ſince be- 
fore Noah was a ſailor. 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight only 
to exaſperate you, to awake your dormous valour, to put 
fire in your heart and brimſtone in your liver: You ſhould 
then have accoſted her; and with ſome excellent jeſts, 
fire- new from the mint, you ſhould have bang'd the youth 
into dumbneſs. I'his was look'd for at your hand, and 
this was baulk'd : the double gilt of this opportunity you 
let time wath off, and you are now fail'd into the north of 
1 opinion; where you will hang like an icicle on 
a Dutchman's beard unleſs you do redeem it by ſome lau- 
dable attempt either of valour or policy. 


Sir And. And't be any way it muſt be with valour ; for 


policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt as a politician, | 


Sir To. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the 


baſis of valour. Challenge me the count's youth to 


fight with him; hurt him in eleven places; my niece ſhall 
| take note of it: and, aſſure thyſelf there is no love-broker 
in the world can more prevail in man's commendation 
with woman than report of valour. _ | 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 
R wr And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
im! 3 
Sir To, Go, write it in a martial hand; be curſt and 
brief: it is no matter how witty ſo it be eloquent and full 
| of invention: taunt him with the licence of ink : if thou 
thou at him ſome thrice it ſhall not be amiſs ; and as many 
lies as will lie in thy theet of paper, although the ſheet 
were big enough for the bed of Ware in England —fet'em 
down, go about it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink; 
though thou write with a gooſe-pen no matter; about it. 
&ir Ang. Where ſhall 1 find you? D 2 
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I will no further chide you, 


40 TWELFTH NIGHTS. OR, 


Sir Te. Well call thee at the Cubicolo: Go. 
[Exit Sir ANDRE. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. J have been dear to him, lad; ſome two thou. 
ſand ſtrong or ſo. 

Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him: but you'll 
not deliver't. 

Sir To, Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir on 
the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and wain-ropes can- 
not hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open'd, 
and you find ſo much blood in his liver as will clog the 
foot of a flea, P11 eat the reſt of the anatomy. 

Fab. And his oppoſite, the youth, bears in his viſg 
no great preſage of cruelty. 


Enter MARIA. 


Sir 75. Look Where the youngeſt wren of nine comes. 
Mar. If you deſire the ſpleen, and will laugh your. 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me : yor! gull Malvolio is 
turn'd heathen, a very renegado; for there is no Chriſ. 
tian, that means to be fav'd by believing rightly, can 


ever believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of * He's 
in yellow ſtockings! 


Sir To. And crols-garter'd ? - E Þ 
Mar. Moſt villainouſly ; like a bent e that "EN 


ſchool the church have dogg'd him like his murtherer: 


He does obey every point of the letter that T dropt to be- 


tray him. He docs ſmile his face mto- more lines than 


are in the new map with the augmentation of the Indies; 
ou have not ſeen ſuch a thing 2 as *tis; I can hardly for- 


| bear hurling things at him. I know my lady will ſtrike 


him; if ſhe do he'll ſmile, and take't for a great favour. 
Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 


5 re 
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=Y c ENE 11, The Street, 


Enter ANTONIO and SEBASTIAN, 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you; 
But, ſince you make pleaſure of your pains, 
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Int. J could not ſtay behind you; my deſire, 
More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth; 
And not all love to ſee you (though fo much 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage) 

But jealous what might befal your travel, 

Being ſkilleſs in thoſe parts; which, to a ſtranger, 

Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 1 

Rough and unhoſpitable: my willing love, 

The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your purſuit. 8 
Seb. My kind Antonio. 

] can no other anſwer make but thanks, 

And thanks, and ever: oft good turns 

Are ſhuMed off with ſuch uncurrent pay: 

But were my worth as is my conſcience, firm, 

you ſhould find better dealing. What's to do? 

Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town? 
Ant. 'T o-moriow, ſir; beſt firſt go fee your lodging. 
Seb. I am not weary, and tis long to night; 

pray you let us ſatisfy our eyes 

With the memorials and the things of fame 

That do renown this city, 

Ant. Would, you'd pardon me; 

I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets: 

Once, in a ſca-ſight, gainſt the duke his gallies. 

[did ſome ſervice ; of ſuch note, indeed, 

That were I ta'en here it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 
Ant. The offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature 

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 

Might well have given us bloody argument, 

It might have ſince been anſwered in repaying | 

| What we took from them; which, for traflick's ſake, 

{ Moſt of our city did: only myſelf ſtood out: 

For which, if I be lapſed in this place, | 

1 ſhall pay dear, 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. | 
Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, fir, here's my purſe: 
In the ſouth ſuburbs, at the Elephant, 335 
Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet, 1 
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W hiles you beguile your time and feed your knowledge 

With viewing of the town; there ſhall you have me. 
Seb. Why J your purſe !? 
Ant. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 

| You have defire to purchaſe ; and your ſtore, 

I think, is not for idle markets, ſir. 

: Seb. I'll be your purſe-bearer, and leave you for an 
hour. 

g Ant. To the Elephant. 

Seb. I do remember. | Exeunt. 


. 


SCENE IV. Orivis's Hauſe. 

5 Enter OLIVA and MARIA. 
Oli. J have ſent after him; he ſay's he'll come; 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow of him? 

For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd. 
I ſpeak too loud, — _ x , 
Where is Malvolio?—he is ſad and civil. 

And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes ;— 
Where is Malvolio ? 5 1 

Mar. He's coming, madam; but in a very ſtrange man- 

FE AY 
He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter? does he rave? 

Mar. No, madam, Es 5 
He does nothing but ſmile: your ladyſhip were beſt 
To have ſome guard about you if he come, 

For ſure the man is tainted in his wits. 
Oli. Go, call him hither, - I'm as mad as he. 
Enter MALvoLIo. 
If ſad and merry madneſs equal be.— 
How now, Malvolio ? | | 
Mal. Sweet lady, ho ho! Smiles fantasticaily, 
Oli. Smil'ſt thou? | —_ 
I ſent for thee upon a fad occaſion. 
Mal. Sad, lady? I could be fad : This does make ſome 
obſtruction in the blood, this croſs-gartering : But what 
of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as the 
very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one and pleaje all. 
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Ol. Why, how doſt thou, man; what is the matter 

with thee? _ | 1 
Mal. Not black in my mind though yellow in my legs: 

It did come to his hands, and commands thall be executed. 

I think we do know the ſweet Roman hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mal. To bed! ay, ſweetheart; and I'll come to thee. 
Oli. God comfort thee | Why doit thou ſmile fo, and 

kiſs thy hand fo oft? OTE 7 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 55 
Mal. At your requeſt; Ves: nightingales anſwer daws. 
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs 

before my lady! Ne i 

Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs :— I was well writ. 
Ci. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. Some are born great, 
Oli. Ha! 
Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs, — 

Oli. What fay'ſt thou? 

Mal. Aud ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them, 

Oli. Heaven reſtore thee ! | | 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stockings | — 
Oh. Thy yellow ſtockings! _ 

Mal. And wijb'd to ſee thee croſs-garter'd ! 

Oli. Croſs-garter'd | | 

Mal. Go to; thou art made, if thou defirest tobe ſo j—- 
Oli. Am I made! 

Mal. I not, let me ſee thee a ſervant still. 

Oh, Why, this is a very midſummer madneſs, 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the count Or- 
ſino is recurn'd ; I could hardly entreat him back: he at- 
tends your ladyſhip's pleaſure. 


* 


Oli. I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow be 
look d to. Where's my couſin Toby ? let ſome of my 
people have a ſpecial care of him; I would not have him 
miſcarry for half my dowry. LI [ Exit. 

Mal. Oh, oh! do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir Toby to look to me? This concurs directly 
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with the letter: ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that I may ap 
pear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the 
letter. Cast thy humble ſlough, ſays ſhe ;—be oppoſite with a 


 kinſman—ſurly with ſervants—let thy tongue tang with ar- 


guments of state—put thyſelf into the trick of ſingularity ;— 

and, conſequently, ſets down the manner how; as, a fad 
face, a reverend carriage, a ſlow tongue, in the habit of 
ſome ſir, of note, and fo forth. I have lim'd her; but it 
is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful ! And, when 
ſhe went away now, Let this fellow be look'dto: F ellow! 
not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, 
every thing adheres together; that no dram of a {cruple, 
no ſcruple of a ſcruple, no obſtacle, no incredulous or un- 
ſafe circumſtance,— What can be faid | Nothing that can 


be can come between me and the full proſpect of my 


hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is 
to be thanked, 
Re-enter MARIA, ah Sir Tokx and 1 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? If 
all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Laien himſelf 
poſſeſt him, yet I'Il ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is! How is't with you, fir? 
how is't with you, man:? 

= Go off; 1 diſcard you let me e enjoy my private: 

0 © 
: Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks with him 
did not I tell you?: Sir TOs my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mal. Ah, ha! does ſhe fo? 

Sir Te. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we muſtdea] genty 
with him; let me alone. How do you, Malvolio ? how 
ist with you? What man? defy the devil! conſider he $ 
an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay? | 

Mar. La you! an you ſpeak ill of the devil, how ke 
rakes it at heart | Pray God he be not bewitch'd | 

Fab. Carry his 0 to the wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it ſhall be done to-morrow morning, 

5 My lady would not loſe bin for more chan 
* 
Mal. How now, W 
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Mar. O lord! 

Sir To. Prithee hold thy peace, this is not the way : 
Do you not ſee you move him? let me alone with him. 

Fab. No way but gentleneſs; gently, gently: the 
fend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. | 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock? how doſt 
thou chuck | | | 

Mal. Sir! 2 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What man! 'tis 
not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan: hang 
him, foul collier! 

Mar. Get him to ſay his prayers; out fir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx; 

Mar. N 0, I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 
neſs. 

Mal. Go hang yourſelves all! you are idle ſhallow 
things: I am not of your element; you ſhall know more 
hereafter. os 4 Exit. 

Sir To. Is't poſſible? 5 

Fab. If this were play'd upon a ſtage now, I could cou- 
demn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To, His very genius hath taken the infection + 
the device, man. 


Mar. Nay, purſue him now ; left the device take air 
and taint. 

Fab. Why, we ſhall make him mad indeed, 

Mar. The houſe will be quieter. _ 

Hir To, Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound, My niece is already in the belief that he is mad; 

ye may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his penance, till 
our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to have 
mercy on him: at which time we will bring the device 


to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of madmen : But 
ſee but fee? 


Enter Sir ANDREW. 


Fab. More matter for a May morni 
Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it; ; I warrant 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 
Fab. Is t fo ſaucy ? 
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Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him : do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. | . [Sir Tou read. 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art, but a ſcurvy fellzw, 
Rab. Good and valient. he 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, why 1 
ao call thee ſo, for I will ſhew thee no reafon for't. 


Fab. A good note: that keeps you from the blow of 


the law. 


Sir To. Thou com'ſi to the lady Olivia, and in my fg 


ſhe uſes thee kindly ; but thou lieſt in thy throat, that is nit 
the matter I challenge thee for. 
Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs. 
Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home; where if it be 
thy chance to kill me,. 5 
F. ab. Good. ky 5 | 
Sir To. Thou kill ſt me like a rogue and a villain. 
Fab. Still you keep o'the windy fide of the law. 
Sir To. Fare thee well: And God have mercy upon one 
af our ſouls ! He may have mercy upon mine; but my hope is 
better, and ſo look to thyſelf. Thy friend as thou uſeſt bin, 
and thy fuworn enemy, —— ANDREW AGUE-CHEEK. 
Sir To. If this letter move him not his legs cannot: 
T1! giv't him. 135 
Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't he is now 
in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by and by depart, 
Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew; ſcout me for him at the cor. 
ner of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff : ſo ſoon as ever thou 
ſeeſt him draw; and, as thou draw'ſt, ſwear horribly : for 
it comes to pals oft, that a terrible oath, with a ſwagger- 
ing accent ſharply twang'd off, gives manhood more appro- 
bation than ever proof itſelf would have earn'd him. Away. 
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [Ext 
Sir Te. Now will not I deliver his letter: for the beha- 
viour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of good 
capacity and breeding; his employment between his lor 
and my niece confirms no leſs; therefore this letter, being 
ſo exoc}lently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth, 
he will find it comes from a clodpole. But, fir, I will de 
liver his challenge by word of mouth ; ſet upon Ague- 


cheek a notable report of valour; and drive the gentleman 


{as I know his youth will aptly receive it) into a moſt 
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quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free, and clear 
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hideous opinion of his rage, ſkill, fury, and impetuoſity. 160 


This will fo fright them both, that they will kill one 
another oy the look, like cockatrices. 


— — 
— — 


7 
) KY 
f 
1 
793 
fi 4 } 
F 1 
1744 
14 
1144 
11 
1 
a BY. 1} 
4 I 
. # 1 
jy | 
„ 14 
1 0 4 
1 if 
0 - 9 
4 10 
0 [ 
* : 
13 : 
Y 
: 
f 1 
* » 
+ 
18 | 
þ . 
1 
+ . 
if 1 i 
. 
33 
19 
\ 
7 4 117 
* D 
Li 
. A 
> 1 
»: 1 


Enter OL1via and VIOLA. 


aA 


Fab. "pins hecomes with your niece : give them ways 
till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid 
meſſage for a challenge. _ [ Exeunt. 
Oli. I have ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out: 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault; 
But ſuch a headſtrong potent fault it is ä 
That it but mocks reproof. 
Vis. With the fame haviour chat your paſſion bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief. 
O. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: if 
And, I beſeech you, come again to-morrow. | Bit 
What ſhall you aſk of me that I'll den y 3 | * 
That honour, ſav'd, may upon aſking give? | f 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter. 
Oli. How with my honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you? 
Vio. I will acquit you. | 
Ou. Well, come again to-morrow : Fare thee willy 
A fiend like thee might bear my ſoul to hell. Exit. | 


— + + 
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—— 
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Re-enter Sir ToBY and Fanras 
Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 


Vio. And you, fir. 0 
Sir To. That defence thou haſt berake thee to't : of 1 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know & 
not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as the Wii 
hunter, attends thee at the orchard end: diſmount thy i 


tuck, be yare in th; preparation for thy aflailantis uick, 
ſkilful, and deadly. : x . , 


Vio. You miſtake, fir; I am Fe no man hath : any 


trom any image of offence done to any man, 
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Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I afture you: there. 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to your 
ard; for your oppoſite hath in him what youth, 
A rant, ſkill, and wrath, can furniſh man withal. 
Vio. I pray you, fir, what is he? MD 
Sir. To, He is knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet conſideration ; but he is a devil in private 
brawl: ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three ; and his 
incenſement at this moment is ſo implacable, that ſatis- 
faction can be none but by pangs of death and ſepulchre: 
hob nob, is his word; giv't or tak't. 4 | 
Nido. I will return again into the houſe, and deſire ſome 
conduct of the lady. 5 am no fighter. I have heard of 
ſome kind of men that put quarrel purpoſely on others to 
taſte their valour; belike, this a man of that quirk, 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itſelf out of a 
very competent injury; therefore, get you on, and give 
him his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, unleſs 
you undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety 

ou might anſwer him: therefore on, or ſtrip your ſword 
itark naked; for meddle you muſt, that's certain, or for- 
ſwear to wear iron about you. n. 

Pio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. | I beſeech you, do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the knight what 
my offence to him is; it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpoſe. 975 om 11. 

Sir To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 
gentleman, till my return. [Exit Sir Tomy, 
Vio. Pray you, fir, do you know of this matter? 

Feb. I know the knight is incens'd againſt you, even 

to a mortal arbitrament ; but nothing of the circumſtance 


more. | | 


Naio. I beſeech you, what manner of man is he? 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of his 
valour. He is, indeed, fir, the moſt ſkillful, bloody, and 
fatal oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in any 
part of Illyria: Will you walk towards him? J will 
your peace with him if I can. x 
Vio. 1 ſhall. be much bound to you for it: I am one 
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that had rather go with fir prieſt than fir knight I care 
not who knows ſo much of my mettle, [£xeunt. 


Re-enter Sir Tosy with Sir ANDREW. 


Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not ſeen 
ſuch a virago. 1 had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard, and 
all, and he gives me the ſtuck—in with ſuch a mortal 
motion, that it is inevitable; and, on the anſwer, he pays 

ou as ſurely as your feet hit the ground they ſtep on: 

They. ſay he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be IRONY: Fabian 

can ſcarce hold him yonder. 

g And. Plauge on't; an I thought 33 had been va- 
liant, and ſo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him damn'd 
ere Ed have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter lip, 
and III give him my horſe, grey Capilet. | 

Sir 70. Tl make the motion: Stand here, make a good 
ſhew on't; this ſhall end without the perdition of ſouls 
n Pl ride your horſe as well as I ride you. [fide 


Re-enter Fanran, and VIOLA. 


I have his horſe to take up the quarrel; I have cerſuaded 
him the youth's a devil. [To FABIAN. 
Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him, and pants and 

looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with you 
for's oath ſake : marry, he had better bethought him of 
his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be worth 
talking of: therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow ; 
he proteſts he wall not hurt yas. | 

Vio. Pray God, defend me ! a little thing would make 
me tel] Feed how much I lack of a man. 

Tab. Give ground if you ſee him-:fariqus. 
Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour's ſake, have one bout 
with you: he cannot by the duello avoid it: but he has 
promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, he will 
not hurt you. Come on; tot. [ T hey draw. 

Sir And, Pray God, be =P his oath ! 
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Enter ANTONIO, 


Vio. I do aſſure you, 'tis againſt my will. 

Ant. Fut up your ſword; If this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. Tag. 

Si, To. You, fir? why, what are you? 

Ant. One, ſir, that for his love dares yet to do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

dir To. Nay, if 4225 be an undertaker, Iam for you. 

[ Draws, 


Enter Officers. 


Fab. 0 good Sir Toby, hold; here comes the officers, 
Sir To. I will be with you anon. 


Vio. Pray, fir, put up your ſword if you . 
[To Sir AND. 


Vir And. Marry, will I, fir; and, for that T promisd 
you, I'Il be as good as my word —fle. will bear you 


eaſily, and reins well. 
1 Of: This is the man; do thy office. 


2 Off. Antonio, | arreſt thee at the ſuir of count Or- 


ſino. 

Ant. Y ou do miſtake me, ſir. | 

1 Off: No, fir, no jot; I know your favour well, 
Though now you have no ſea-cap on your head. 
Take him away; he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I muſt obey.— This comes with n you; 
But there's no remedy ; I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? Now my neceſſity 
| Makes me to aik you for my purſe : it grieves me 
auch more for what I cannot do for you 
Than what befals myſelf. You ftand amaz'd; 
But be of comfort. | 

2 Off. Come, fir, away. 

Ant. muſt entreat of you ſome of 188 money. 

Vio. What money, fir? 
Foe the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me > here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
 PFillend 422 ſomething: my having is not muck; 


WHAT YOU WILL, "oh 


I'll make diviſion of my preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 1 
Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
Ist poſſible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſuaſion? Do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſs 
That I have done for you. 
Vio. I know of none; 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature 
J hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vaineſt, babbling, drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. = . | 
Ant. O heavens themſelves! | 
2 Off: Come, fir, I pray you, go. 
Ant. Let me ſpeak a little. This youth that you ſee 
| here, . . | | 
I ſnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love 
And to his image, which, methought, did promiſe 


& Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 


away. 5 
Ant. But, oh, how vile an idol proves this god! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame,— 
In nature there's no blemiſh, but the mind; 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind : 
| Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflouriſh'd by the devil. 
1 Of: The man grows mad; away with him. 
Gome, come, fir. . 8 
Ant. Lead me on. [ Exit Ax TrONIO with Officers, 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf: © do not I. 15 
rove true, imagination! oh, prove true 
That I, dear brother, be now ta en for you! 
Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian; 
We'll wiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſaws. 
i. He nam'd Sebaſtian : I my brother know 
E Net living in my glaſs! even ſuch, and ſo, 


1 Of. What's that to us?—the time goes by. 
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In favour was my brother z and he went 

Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament, 

For him I imitate: Oh, if it prove, 

Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love! 


3 Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a ee 
than a hare; his diſhoneſty appears in leavi ng his friend 
here in neceſſity, and denying him; and for his coward- 
| ſhip aſk Fabian. 
Fab. A coward, a moſt devout coward, religious in it, 
Sir And. *Slid, T'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy 
Word. os 5 
Sir And. An I do not. _ [Exit Sir Axb. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir To. I dare lay any money 'twill be nothing yet. 
1 5 3 . F Exeunt, 


F 
54-8 CEN E * The Street. 


Enter SEBASTIAN and Clown. 


» * 
* * 


Clown. 


[LL you make me believe, that I am not ſent 
Seb. Go to, go to; thou art a fooliſh fellow; 
Wet me be clear of te.. 
ub. Well held out, i'faith! No, I do not know you; 
nor I am not ſent to you by my lady to bid you come 
Sycak with her; nor your name is not maſter Ceſario; 
nor this is not my noſe neither. Nothing that is ſo, is ſo. 

Seb. T prithee vent thy folly ſome where elſe; 

Thou know'ſt not me. 


- 


Co. Vent my folly! He has heard that word of ſome 
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my folly! 
I am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a cock. 


ney. l prithze now, ungird thy ſtrangeneſs, and tel 


me what I ſhall. vent to my lady ; Shall I vent to het 
that thou art coming? 1541 
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Seb. J prithee fooliſh Greek, depart from me; 
There's money for thee; if you tarry longer, 
I ſhall give worſe payment. C 
(io. By my troth, thou haſt an open hand : —Theſ: | 
' wiſe men that give fools money get themſelves a good 
report after fourteen years purchaſe. 


Enter Sir ANDREW, Sir Tov, and FABIAN. 


Sir And. Now, fir, have I met you again? there's for 


you. * [Striking SEBASTIAN. 
Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: 
Are all the people mad? [Beating Sir ANDREW. 


3 To. Hold, ſir, or ll throw your dagger o er the 
houſe. 
Ch. This will I tell my lady ſtraight: I would not 
be in ſome of your coats for twopence Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on, fir ; hold, Holding SEB. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, III go another way to 
work with him; I'Il have an action of battery againſt him 
if there be any aw in Illyria: though I ſtruck him firſt, 
yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let go thy hand. 

ir To. Come, fir, I will not let you go. Come, m 
young ſoldier, put up your iron: you are well fleſh'd; 
come on. 

Seb. I will be free from chi What wouldſt thou 
now? If thou dar ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword, 

Sir To, What, what? Nay, then I muſt have an ounce 
or two of this malapert blood from you. 

\ They draw and fight. 


5 Euter OLIvIA. 
lolo 11 on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 


On. Wilt it w_ be thus? Ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous cav es, 
Where manners ne'er was preach'd out of my fight! 
not offended, dear Ceſario 
Rally, be gone I prithee gentle friend. | 
: [ Exeunt Sir © OBY andl Sir ANDREW, 
10 thy fair wilden, not "7 paſſion Wax. E 
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In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe; 
And hear thou there hoy- many truitleſs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but 805 
Do not deny: Beſhrew his foul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What reliſh in this? how runs the ſtream? 
Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream :- 
Let fancy ill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep; 
If it be thus to dream, {till let me ſleep! _ 
Oli. Nay, come, I prithee: Would thow'dſt be ruled 
| by me? | 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
| 8; 0 * ſo, and ſo be! 


PW "I 
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Enter MARIA and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, I prithee put on this gown and this beard» 
make him believe that thou art Sir Topas the curate; do 
it quickly: I'Il call Sir Toby the whilſt. [ Exit MkII. 

Cue. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble myſelf 
in't; and 1 a x I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in 
ſuch a gown. I am not tal! enough to become the func- 
tion well; nor lean enough to be thought a good ſtudent: 
but to be laid an honeſt man and a good houſekeeper, goes 


” as fairly as to ſay a careful man and a great ſcholar. 'The 
; TOC enter. 


OY 


_ 


Enter Sir Tomy and Mania. 


Sir To. * blefs thee, maſter parſon. 

| Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit of | 
Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittily ſaid to 
a niece of king Gorboduc, That, hat is, is fo I, being 


maſter parſon, am maſter parſon; for what is that but 
| that z and is but is? | 


Sir To. To him, Sir Tops. 

Clo. What, hoa, I ſay,—Peace in this priſon ! 

Sir To, The knave counterfeits well; a good _ 
, «Lal. Mithin. ] W ho calls there? 
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Ur. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſit Malvo- 4'\i} 
lio the lunatic, $4 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to 1 
lad 
0. but hyperbolical fiend! how vexeſt thou this: 
man? talkeſt thou nothing but of ladies. 
Sir To. Well faid, maſter parſon. 
Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wron'd; good 
sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have lid me 
| here in hideous darkneſs. 
Cb. Fye, thou diſhoneſt Satan I call thee by the moſt 
| modeſt terms; for I am one of thoſe gentle ones, that 
will uſe the devil himſelf with courteſy : Say'ſt thou, that 
houſe is dark ? 
Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. - 
Ch. Why, it "hath bay windows cart as barri- 
caJoes, and the clear ſtones toward the ſouth-north are as 
luſtrous as ebony; and yet coniplaineſt thou of obſtruction ? 
Mal. I am not mad, Sir TI} I ah to you this 
houſe is dark. 
Ch. Madman, thou erreſt: I ſay there? s no darkneſs 
but ignorance z in which thou art more puzzled than the 
Egyptians in their fog. 
Mal. I ſay this houſe is as tak as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and I ſay there was ne- 
ver man thus abuſed; I am no more mad than you are, 
| make the trial of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

(lo. What is the opin ion of Pythagoras concerning 
wild-fow ? 

Mal. That the ſoul of our grandam might haply in- 
abit a bird. 

Ch. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. T think nobly of the foul, and no way approve 
li opinion. IS 

' Clo. Fare thee well; Remain thou {til in darkneſs: 
thou ſhalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will al- 
low of thy wits; and fear to kiil a woodcock, left thou 
lifpoſſeſs the ſoul of thy grandam, Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas—— 

Sr To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas! | 

0. Nay, I am for all waters. E 2 
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Mar. Thou might'ſ have done this without thy beard 
and gown; he ſees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find*ſt him: I would we were all rid of 
this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd I would 
he were; for IJ am now ſo far in offence with my niece 
that I cannot purſue with any ſafety, this ſport to the up- 
| ſhot. Come by and by to my chamber. [ Exit with Max, 
Clo. Hey, Robin, jolly Robin, | 

Tell me how thy lady dies. [Singing. 

Mal. Fool | 

Clo. 14 lady is ankins, perdy. 

Mal. Fool — _ 

Clo. Alas, why is ſhe fo? 
Mal. Fool, I fay; 
o. She lover another Who alt. ha? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 
hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as! 
am a 'gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for't, 

Ui. Maſter Malvolio! 

Mal. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, fir, how fell you beſide your five wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there was never a man fo notoriouſly 

abus'd: I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well? then you are mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mal. They havehereproperty'd me; keep me in dark 
_ neſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they can to 
face me out of my wits. 
i. Adviſe you what you ſay; the miniſter is here. 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens reſtore! endes 
vour thyſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble. 

Mal. Sir Topas 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow, —- 
Who I, tir? not I, fir. God fs good fir Topas — 

Marry amen.— I will. fir, 1. will. 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay.— 

Clo. Alas, ür, be patient. What 5 you, ſir? Ian 
ſhent for ſpeaking to you. 

Hal. Good fool, help me to ſome light and 3 paper; . 
I tell thee I am as well! in my WIS as any man in Ilyria 


/ 
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Go. Well-a-day,—that you were, fir! Sg 

Mal. By this hand I am: Good fool, ſome ink, paper, 
and light, and convey what I ſet down to my lady; it ſhall 
advantage thee more than ever the bearing of letter did. 

Clo. Fil help you to't. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mal. Believe me I am not ; I tell thee true. 


Cb. Nay, PII ne'er believe a madman till. fee his 


brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. _ 
Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree; 1 


prithee be gone, 
Clo. I am gone, fir, [Singing. 
| And anon, fir, 5 
Pill be with you again 


In a trice, 
Like to the old vice, 
Your need to ſuſtain; | 
Who with dagger of lath, 
In his rage and his wrath, 
Cries ah, ha! to the devil: 
Like a mad lad, 
Pare thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, goadman devil. 


— 2 


SCENE III. Orivia's Garden. 
| Enter SEBASTIAN, 

Seb. This is the air; that is the glorious ſun ; 
This pearl ſhe gave me! I do feePt and ſee't: 
And though *tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet *tis not madneſs. Where's Antonio then ? 

I could not find him at the Elephant: 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 

His counſel now might do me golden ſervice : 
For though my foul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 

That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune a 

do far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

That J am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, Oe 
And wrangle with my reaſon, that perſuades me E 3 


Exit. 
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To any other truſt, but that I am mad, 
Or elſe the lady's mad; yet if *twere fo, - = 
She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 

Take and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing, 

As ] perceive ſhe does; there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here the lady comes. 
Enter OLIVIA and a Prieſt. 

Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: If you mean well 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by : there, before him, 

And underneath that conſecrated: roof, 

Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith; 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful ſoul 
May live at peace: He ſhall conceal it 

Wbiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fay; _ 

Seb. I'II follow this good man, and go with you; 
And, having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 9 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father; And heavens 
A W | 
That they may fairly note this act of mine! 


»* 


— * 


[ Exeunt. 


ATTY, 
SCENE I. The Street. 
Enter Clown and FABILAN, 
Fabian. | 
N TOW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee his letter. 

Clo. Good maſter Fabian, grant me another re- 
FFF | 

Fab. Any thing | 

Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this letter. | | 
Fab. That is, to give a dog, and in recompence delire 
my dog again, th 5 
Enter Duke, VIOLA, and Aitendants. 
Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 
Ao. Ay, fir; we are ſome of her trappings. 
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Duke, I know the well; How doſt thou, my g good { 9 
fellow? | vt 

Cho. ALY: ſir, the better for my foes, and the worſe | 
for my friends, | 


| Duke. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 1 | 
Clo. No, fir, the worſe. 3:10 
Duke. How can that be? ä | 
Y. Marry, fir, they praiſe me and make an aſs of me; | 
now my foes tell me plainly I am an als: fo that by m y 
foes, fir, I profit in the knowledge of myſelf; and b; 5 IT. 
friends I am abuſed; io that, concluſions to be as kiſſes, if 
your four negatives make your two affirmatives, why 
then the worſe for my friends and the better for my foes, 4: 
Duke. Why, this is excellent. : . 
Clo. By my troth, fir, no; though it pleaſe you to be | 


one of my friends. 1 
Dufte. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's gold. FA 
Cho, But that it would be on. 1 would 1 

you _—_— make it another. 01 
Duke. O, you give me ill counſel. wk 
C. Put your grace in your pocket, fir, for this once, 1 

and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 0 
Dyke. Well, I will be fo much a ſinner to be a double 14. 

dealer; there's another. 1 
Clo. Primo ſecundo tertio, is a good play; and the old 1 
ſaying is, the third pays for all; the triplex, fir, is a good —_ 
tripping meaſure ;. or the bells of St. Bennet, fir, may put wal 
you in mind, One, two, three. 1 
Duke, You can fool no more money out of me at this if lk 


228 


throw : if you will let you lady know 1 am here to ſpeak 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may kn 
my bounty further. i 
Ch, Marry, fir, lullaby to your bounty til! I come again. 
| go, fir; but J would not have you to think that my de- 
ſire of having is the ſin of covetouſneſs : but as you ſay, 
lir, let your bounty take a nap, and I will awake it anon. 


[ Exit Claron, 
Enter ANToN1o and Officers. 


Vis. Hero comes the man, ſir, that did reſcue me. 
Duke, That face of his I do remember well; E 4 
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Yet when I faw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan in the ſmoak of war: 
A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 
For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable ; _ 
With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 
with the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of loſs 
Cry'd fame and honour on him.—What's the matter? 
+ I Off. Orſino, this is that Antonio 5 
That took the Phcenix and her freight from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board 
W hen your young nephew I itus loſt his leg: 
Here in the itreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, fir; drew on my fide ; 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
1 know not what twas, but diſtraction. | 
Duke. Notable pirate! thou falt-water thief! 
W hat fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear, 
Haſt made thine enemies? 
Ant. Orſino, noble fir, 
Be pleaſed that I ſhake off thoſe names you give me; 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate, 
Though, I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orſino's enemy, A witchcrait drew me hither : 
That moſt ungrateful boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reſtraint, 
All his in dedication : for his fake 
Did I expoſe. myſelf, pure for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverſe town; 
Drew to defend him when he was beſet : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
{Not meaning to partake with me in danger,) 
'Faught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty-years-removed thing, 
While one would wink; deny'd me mine own purſe; 


—— — 
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Which I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hour before. 8 

Vio. How can this be ? 

Due. When came he to this town. | 
Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months before 
No interim; not a minute's vacancy, ) | 

oth day and night did we keep company, 
Enter OLIVIA and Attendants. | 
Due. Here comes the counteſs ; now heaven walks 
on earth. -: thor, | 
But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madneſs: 
Three months this youth hath tended mes 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. _ 

Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not have 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable? _ fo ee 
Cefario, you do not keep promiſe with me. 

Fu. Mama? | 

Duke. Gracious Olivia,— „ 

Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good my lord 

Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 

Oli. If it be ought to the old tune, my lord, 

It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear 
As howling after muſic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

Ou. Still fo conſtant, lord. 

Dute. What, to perverſeneſs? you uncivil lady, 

To whoſe ingrate and inauſpicious altars of 
My ſoul the faithfull'ſt offerings hath breath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender'd ! What ſhall I do? 

Oli. Even what it pleaſe my lord, that ſhall become him. 
Duke. Why ſhould not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 

Kill what I love; a favage jealouſy, ED 
That ſometimes favours nobly? But hear me this: 
lince you to Non-regardance caſt my faith, 
and that I partly know the inſtrument . 
ihat ſcrews me from my true place in your favour, 
Lye you the marble- breaſted tyrant ftill; 
Bt this your minion whom I know you love, | 
Ar] whom by heaven I ſwear I tender dear, 
Hu will I tear out of that cruel eye, 


Pi 
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Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. — 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in miſchief, 
Pl ferifice the lamb that I do love 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. [sing 
Vio. And I, moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. [ Following, 
Oli. Where goes Cefario ? * 
Vio. After him J love, 
| | More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
| More, by all mores, than-e'er I ſhall love wife: 
| If I do feign you witneſſes above, 
Puniſh my lite for tainting of my love ! | 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted! how am I beguil'd! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong ? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? is it fo long? 
Call forth thy holy father, 
Duke. Come, away. (7, 2 Viola. 
Oli. Whither, my lord i—Cefario, huſband, ſtay, 
Duke, Huſband ? 
Oli. Ay, huſband! Can he that Ar 
Duke, Her huſband, ſirrah? 
Vis. No, my lord, . | 
Oli, Alas, it 1s the baſeneſs of thy fear 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up : 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear ſt.— O welcome, father 4 
Enter Prieſt. ” 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs what occaſion now 
Reveals before tis ripe) what thou doſt know 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
Prieſt 4 contract of eternal bond of love, 
cn d by mutual joindure of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings; 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function by my teſtimony: 
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grar 
J have travell'd but two hours. 


Duke. O, thou diſſembling cub! f what wilt thou 5 
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When time hath ſow'd a grizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine e E 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet | 
Where thou and I ee e, may neyer meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do proteſt,.— 
Oli. O, do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, though thou haſt too much fear. 
Enter Sir ANDREW with his Head broke. 


Sir And. For the love of God, a ſurgeon; and ſend 


one preſently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What's the matter ? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head acroſs, and given Sir 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of God, your 
help : I had rather than forty pounds I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew? = 

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cefario! we took. 
him for a coward, but he's the very devil incardinate. 

Duke. My entlemas. Cen 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is. Vou broke my 


head for nothing: and chat that I did I was ſet on to dot 


by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me! I never hurt you: 
Lou drew your you! upon me without caule 
But] beſpake you fair, and hurt you not, 


Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you hive. 
hurt me; I think you tet nothing by a bloody COxcomb. 


Enter Sir Tosy drunk, led by the Clown. 
Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more: 


but if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled 


you othergates than he did. 
Due. How now, gentleman? hw ist with you? 


Sir To. That's all one; he has hurt me, and there's 


an end on't.—Sot, didſt fee Dick turgeon, ſoꝶ 


Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Joby, above an hour agone; 


his eyes were ſet at eight i 'the morning. 


Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a palſy-meaſure pavin: - 


1 hate a drunken rogue. 


Oli. Away with him: who hath made this barock 


| with them ? 


Sir And, Ty help you, Sir N becauſe we'll be dreſt 
together, 
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Sir To. Will you help an aſs-head, and a eOxcomb, 
and a knave; a thin fac'd knave, a cull? 
__ [ Exeunt Clown, Sir ToB V, and Sir AxpRRw. 
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to, 
Enter SEBASTIAN. 
dez. I am ſorry, madam, I have hurt your kinſman; 
But had it been the brother cf my blood, 
I muſt have done no leſs with wit and lafetys 
You through a ſtrange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but io late ago. 
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two perſons; ; 
A natural perſpective, that is, and is not ! * 
Seb. Antonio, O, my dear Antonio! af 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me 
Since I have loſt thee ?- 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Antonio? 
Am. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf?- "ah 
An apple cleft in two is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which 1 is Sebaſtian | ? 
Oli. Moſt wonderful! = 
Seb. Do I ſtand there: I never had a brother” : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and every where. I had a ſiſterr 
Whom the blind waves and furges have devour'd:- — 
Of charity what kin are you to me? [To VIOIA. 
What countryman? what name? what parentage? 
Vie. Of Meſſaline: Sebaſtian was my NC z 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too, 
So went he ſuited to his watry tomb: 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
| You come © fright us. 
:Seb. A ſpirit | am, indeed; 
But am in that dimenſion groſiy clad, - 
Which from the womb 1 did participate. 
Mere you a woman as the reſt goes even, 
I. ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay— Thrice welcome, drown'd Viola! 1 
Vio. My father had a mole upon dis brow, 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
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Vio. And dy'd that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirteen years. 
Sch. O, that record is lively in my ſoul! 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire, 0 
Do not embrace me till each circumſtance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Viola: which to confirm | 
11l bring you to a captain in this town, 
Where lie my maids weeds; by whoſe gentle help 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble count: 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 
Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook : 


1 : [To OLIVIA. 
But Nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid; 
Nor are you therein by my life deceiv'd, 
Lou are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd; right noble is his blood. 
If this be fo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 
I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck ; ; 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times [Te Vie. 
Thou never ſhouldſt love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thoſe fayings I will overiwear ; 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſou], 
As doth that orbed continent the fire , 
That fevers day from night. 
Due. Give me thy hand; 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds. 
Vio. The captain, that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maid's garments: he, upon ſome action, 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's ſuit, | 
A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now Fremember me, 
They ſay, poor gentlemen, he's much diſtrad. 
1 | Re-enter Clown with a Leiter. 
A moſt extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banith'd his— 
How does he, firrah? 
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Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the Rave's 
end, as well as a man in his caſe may do: Was here writ 
a letter to you; I ſhould have given't you to-day morn- 
ing; but as a madman's epiſtles are no goſpels, ſo it ſkills 
not much when they are deliver'd. 

Oli, Oper't, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, a the fool dec 
livers the madman. — By the Lord, madam. 
Yi. How now, art thou mad? 

Clo. No, madam. I do but read madneſs: an your 
 ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt Www Vox. 

Oli. Prithee, read thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, Madonna; but to read his right wits is 
to read thus; therefore perpend, my princeſs, and * ear. 

Oli. Read it you, ſirrah. I= FABITIAN. 
Fab. Reads. ] By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and 
ide world ſhall know it: though you have put me into dar 
neſs, and given your drunken couſin rule over meg yet have I 
the benefit of my ſenſes as well as your ladyſbip. I have your 
oꝛon letter that induc'd me to the ſemblance I put on; with the 
which I doubt not but to do myſelf much right or you much 
ſhame. Think of me as you pleaſe. I leave. my duty a little 
unthought of and ſpeak out of my in ary. 

EY OE * The mail e Marv0L1o. 

ol. Did be write this? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diftraQtion... 
Ol. See him deliver'd, Fabian; bring him hither. 
My lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 
To think me as well a ſiſter as a wife, | 
One day ſhall crown the alliance ont, fo pleaſe you, 
Here at my houſe and at my proper coſt, 

Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt to embrace your offer. 

Your maſter quits you: and, for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the metal of your ſex, [To YIOLA. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me maſter for fo long, 
Here is my hand ; you ſhall from this time ae 
Your maſter's miſtreſs. _ 

Oli. A ſiſter you are the. 


WHAT YOU WILL. 67 
Re. enter FABIAN with MALVOLIO. 
Duke. Is this the madman? 5 . 
Ok, Ay, my lord, this ſame: How now, Malvolio? 
Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious 
FD | 
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. 
Hal. Lady, you have. Pray you peruſe that letter: 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand, 
Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrafe; 
Or fay *tis not your ſeal, nor your invention: 
You can ſay none of this: Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favaur ; 
Bade me come ſmiling and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people: 
And, acting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious geck and gull | 
That &er invention play'd on? tell me why? ; 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confeſs, much like the character: 
But out of queſtion, *tis Maria's hand. 
And, now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content: 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſs'd upon thee : 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge - 
Of thine own cauſe. 
Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak; 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Tint the condition of this preſent hour 
Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs myſelf and Toby 
det this device againſt Malvolio here, 
pon ſome {tubborn and uncourteous parts 
Ye had conceiv'd againſt him: Maria writ 
e letter, at Sir 'Poby's great importance; 
a recompence whereot he hath marry'd her. 
-with a fportful malice it was follow'd, - 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge; 
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If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd 
That have on both ſides paſt. 
Oli. Alas, poor foo]! iow have they baffled hee? 
Cl. Why, ſome are born great, ſome atchieve greain 1 
and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon them. 1 was one, fir, 
in this interlude; one Sir Topas, fir; but that's all one: 
By the Lord, fool, I am not mad; — But do you remember, 
madam,.— Phy laugh you at fach a barren raſcal? an you 
ſmile. not he's Han] And thus the whirligig of time 
brings in his revenges. | 
Mal. Vl be reveng'd on the whals pack of you.[ Ext, 
Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abuſs'd. 
Duke. Purſue him and entreat him to a peace ;— 
He hath not told us of the captain yet: 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear fouls ;—Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. —Cefario, come 
For fo you ſhall be while you are a man; 
But, when in other habits you are ſeen, Pn 
Orſino s miſtreſs and his fancy 's queen. I[Excunt. 


Clown ſings. 
When that I was a little tiny boy, 
With hey ho, the wind and the rain, | 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
Por the rain it raineth every day. 
But when I came to man's efiate, 
With hey he, Fe. 
*Gainf! . and thieves men ſhut their gate, 
Far the rain, Ce. 
But when I came, alas, is wive, 
With hey ho, &c. 
By ſwaggering _ I never thrive, 
For ihe rain, & 
But when I came 5 my beds, 
With hey ho, &c. 
With toſs- dot. ſtill bad drunken beads, 
For the rain, Sc. 
A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey bo, &c. 
But that's all one out play is dine, 
And we ll firrve: to pleaſe you every 4. Exil. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


ME N. 


Fr RDINAND, King of e 


BIRON, 
LoNnGAVILLE, | n Lords, . apes the King i in hi; 
 Dumain, etirement. N 


Ma: 1 E . Lords, attending upon the Princeſs of France | 
DoN ADRIANO DE ARMADO, 4 fantaſtical — 

Nar HANIEL, a Curate. 

Dur, a Conflable. 

HoLoFERNEs, à Schoolmaſeer. 

Cos rARD, a Clown. 

Morn, Page 1 Don Adriano de Armado. 


A Forreſter. 
WOM E N. 
Princeſs of France. 
Ros ALI NE; Fl | 
Maria, Ladier, * on tor Peli. 
KATHAAINE, 


| J AQUENETTA, 4 Country Wench. 
Officers, and others, Attendants u pon the King and Princeſs, 


Setnt, the King of Navarre's Palace, and the Country near it. 


This enumeration of the perſons was made by Mr. Rowe. 
| | Jonxsox. 
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AO „. SCENE TY 0 | 
Nevarre The Palace. Bur- = Kine, bnd Lo- 
n an 1 Alx. 25 4117 
nd 1 2 "Ring. | . > BO: i} $48\ | M 7 
"373 Bf 4 
Ls T fam e, tha all hunt after in their n IP 
| Live 9 54 upon our brazen tombs, : e 8 
And then grace us in the diſgrace of death ; 1 75 | 


When, ſpight of cormoraut devouring rime, . 7 
The endeavour of this preſent breath may bu 1 
That honour, which mall bate his ſcythe's keen cage, 1 
And make nel of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors'!—for fo you are, . f 
That wap apainlt your own affetions, 5 "I 
| And the huge army of the world's defires— - en 6 
Our late edi&& Mall Kro ly ſtand in force: 5 5 . 4 
Navarre ſtiall be the wonder of the world; | 1 
Our oo Mall be a little Academe, 
Still an contemplative i in living act. 
You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, | ill 
Hare fuc > for three years” term to live with me, = 
My fellow ſcholars, and ta keep thoſe ſtatutes, | | 
That are recorded in this ſchedule here: | | 9 
Your oaths are paſt, and now. ſubſcribe your dames; "FN | 
That his own hand may ſtrike his honour down, m0 | 
That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein: 5 | * 
It you are arm'd to do, as ſworn todo, 
dudſcribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 
Ling. I am refolv'd ; 'tis but a three years faſt; 
The mind ſhali banquet, though the body pine: 
Fat Baer rg bave lean pates; and daioty bits 
© 06h the cibs, but banker-out the wits _ 7 i 
4 2 T7 
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Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd 
The groſſer manner of theſe world's delights. 
He throws upon the groſs world's bafer ſlaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
With all theſe living in philoſoph . | 
Biron, J can bur ſay their proteſtation over, 
So much, dear liege, I have already ſworn, 
That is, To live and ſtudy here three years, 
But there are other ſtri& obſervances : - 
As, not to ſee a woman in that term 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 
And, one day in a week to touch no food; 
And but one meal on every day befidez 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there. 
And then, to ſleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be ſeen. to wink of all the day 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark night too of half the day) ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 
O, theſe are barren taſks, too hard to keep; 
Not to ſee ladies, ſtudy, faſt, nor ſleep. 
King. Your oath-is paſs'd to paſs away from theſe, 
Biron. Let me ſay, no, my liege, an if you pleaſe; 
T only ſwore, to ſtudy with your grace, 
And ſtay here in your court for three years' ſpace. 
Long. Youſwore to that, Biron, and to the reſt. 
Biron. By yea and nay, fir, then I ſwore in jeſt.— 
What is the end of ſtudy ? let me know. . 
King. Why, that to know, which elſe we ſhould ot 
know. VR He . 
Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from com- 
„ene 5 
King. Ay; that is ſtudy's god-like recompence. 
Biron. Come on then, I will ſwear to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus, To ſtudy where I well may dine, 
When I to feait expreſsly am forbid ; 
Or, ſtudy where to meet ſome miſtreſs fine, 
When miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are hid: 
Or, having {worn too hard a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 


* 


l 
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ff ud? s pain be thus, and this be ſo, 


study knows that, which yer it doth not know: | 
>wear me to this, and I will ne'er ſay, no. 

King. Theſe be the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And train our intellects to vain- delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that moſt vain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain: 

As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To ſeek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falfely blind the eye- fioht of his look: 

Light, ſeeking light, doth light of light beguile: 
80, ere you find where light in darkneſs lies, 
Your light grows dark by loſing, of your eyes. 

Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 

Who dazzling ſo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's olorions ſun, 

That will not be deep ſearch” a with ſaucy looks; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

dave baſe authority from others? books. 

Theſe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ſtar. 

Have no more profit of their ſhining nights, 

Than thoſe that walk and wot not what they are; 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame; 


And every godfather can give a name. 


King. How well he's read, to reaſon igainſt reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding | [ 


Long. He weeds the ns and {till lets grow the weed- 
ing. | 


Biron. The ſpring is near, when green geeſe are a 


1 breeding, ©. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum, In reaſon nothing. 
Biron. Something then in rbime. 
ung. Biron is like an envious ſneaping froſt, 
That bites the firſt-born infants of the ſpring. 


Biron, Well, ſay I am: why ſhould proud ſummer 
boaſt, 


'B Before 
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Before the birds have any cauſe to ling ? 

Why ſhould I joy in an abortive birth ? 

At Chriſtmas I no more deſire a roſe, | 
Than wiſh a ſnow in May's new-fangled ſhows ; 
But like of each thing that in ſeaſon grows. 
So you, to ſtudy now it is too late, 

That were to climb o'er the houſe Yunlock the gate, 
King. Well, ſit you out: go home, Biron; adieu! 
Biren. No, my good lord; I have ſworn to ſtay with 

And, though I have for barbariſm ſpoke more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can ſay, 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have ſwore, 

And bide the penance of each three years” day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the ſame; 
And to the ſtrict'ſt decrees I'll write my name. 

King. How well this * reſcues thee from 
ſhame! _ 

Biron. Item, That no woman ſhall come within a Mile if 
my court. | Reading. } Hath this been proclaimed : = 

Long, Four days ago. 
Biron. Let's ſee the penalty. Oh ain of loſing her 

tongue, [ Reading. ] Who devis'd this 8 ? 

Long, Marry, that did J. . 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty! 

Biron. A dangerous law againſt gentility ! 

Item, [Reading.] F any man be ſeen to talk with a 
woman within the term of three years, he ſhall endure 

ſuch publick. ſhame as the reſt of the court can 720 905 

deviſe — 

This article, my liege, yourſelf muſt break ; 
For, well you know, here comes in embaſſy 

The French king's daughter, with yourſelf to ſpeak,— 

A maidof grace, and complete majeſty.— 

About ſurrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, ſick, and bed-rid father: 

Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princeſs hither, 
King. What ſay you, lords? why, this was quite 
forgot. 


Biron. 


LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 


Biron. So ſtudy evermore is overſhot ; 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 
It doth forget to do the thing it ſhould ; 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire; ſo won, ſo loſt. 
King. We muſt, of force, diſpenſe with this decree ; 
She mult lie here on mere neceſſitx . 
Biron, Neceſſity will make us all forſworn 


Three thouſand times within this three years ſpace : 


For every man with his affects is born; 

Nor by might maſter'd, but by ſpecial grace : 
If I break faith, this word ſhall ſpeak for me, 

I am forſworn on mere neceſſity, — _ 
80 to the laws at large I write my name: 

And he, that breaks them in the leaſt degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternal ſhame; 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me; 

But, I believe, although I ſeem ſo loth, 
Iam the laſt that will laſt keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted? 


King. Ay, that there is: our court, you know, is 


haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain; 
A man in all the world's new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his brain: 
One, whom the muſick of his own vain tongue 
Doth raviſh, like enchanting harmony; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our ſtudies, ſhall relate, 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, loſt in the world's debate. 


Bur, I proteſt, I love to hear him lie, 
And I will oſe him for my minſtrelſy. 
Biron. Armado is a moſt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of fire-new-words, faſhions own knight. 
Long. Coſtard the ſwain, and he, ſhall be our ſport ; 
And, fo to ſtudy, three years is but ſhort. 


B 2 | 5 Enten 


| How you delight, my lords, I know not, I; : 
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the fleſh, 
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Enter DULL, and COSTARD, With a Letter, 


Dull. Which is the duke's own perſon ? 
Biron. This, fellow; What would'ſt ? 
Dull. I myſelf reprehend his own perſon, for I an 
his grace's tharborough : but I would lee his own perſon 
in fleſh and blood. 
Biren. This is he. 
Dull. Signior Arme —, Arme, — commends you, 
There's villainy abroad; this letter will tell you more, 
Cot. Sir. the contempt; thereof are as touching me. 
Ring. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 
Eiron. How low ſoever the matter, 1 hope 1 in God tor 
hiph words. 
Long. A high mw for a low having : God grant us 
patience |! 
Biron. To hear ? or forbear hearing ? 
Long. To hear meckly, ſir, and to laugh moderate!y; 3 


Biron, Well, fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to 


Cot. The matter is to me, fir, as concerning Jaquenet- 
ta, The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Biron. In what manner? 

Co/7. In manner and form following, ſir; all tho# 
three: I was ſeen with her, in the manor houſe, ſitting 
with her upon the form, and taken following her into the 
park; which, put together, is, in manner and form fol. 
lowing. Now, fir, for the manner,——1t is the manner 
of a man to ſpeak to a woman : for the form, —in ſome 
form. 

Biron, For the following, fir ? | 

Cot. As it ſhall follow in my correction; and God de- 
fend the right! 

King. Will you hear the letter wth attention? 

Hiron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Coft. Such is the fimpiicity of man to hearken after 


King. [Reads. ] Great deputy, the welkin's Vicegereni, 
and ſole dominator of Navarre, my foul's earth's Ged, and 
body's feſt” ring patron, — 

 Ceft. Not a word of Coſtard yet : 7 

| ing. 
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Xing. $9 it is.— 

Cot. It may be ſo: but if he fay it is fo, he is, in 
telling true, but lo, ſo. 

King. Pence. | | 

Cift.—be to me, and every man that dares not fight! 

King. No words. 

Cit. —of other men's {ecrets, I beſcech you. 

King. So it is, beſieged with jable-coloured melancholy, T 
did commend the blach oppreſſing humour tothe meft wholeſome 
_ phyſck of thy health giving air; and, as I am a gentle- 
man, betook myſelf to walk, The time, when © About the 
fixth hour; when beaſts mot graze, birds beſt peck, and 
men fit down to that nouriſhinent which is called ſupper. So 
much for the ti me when: New for the ground which 3 
which, I mean, I walk'd npon it is ycleped, thy park. 
Then for the place where ; where, I mean, I did encounter 
that obſcene and maſt prepoſterous event, that draweth from 
my ſurw-white pen the ebon-colour'd ink, which here thou 
vieweſt, behold:ft, ſurveyeſt, or ſeeſt: But to the place, 
where, It flandeth north north eaſt and by eaſt from the 
weſt corner of thy curious-knatted garden: There aid I ſee 
that Inw=ſpirited fwain, that baſe minnow of thy mirth, 


(C/?. Me.) that unletter'd ſmall kn wing foul, (Cot, Me.) 


that ſhallow vaſſal, (Ce. Still me.) which, as I remember, 
light Ceftard, (Cat. O me!) forted and conjarted, contrary 


ts thy eftabliſhed preciaimed edift and continent canon, with, 
—with— O with, but with this I paſſion to ſay wheres» 
with _ 
Cot. With a wench. 
King. With a child of our grandmother £ ve, a female: 
or, for thy more feet under/tanding, a woman. Him, 1 
(as my ever-eſtzemed duty prichs me on) have ſent to thee, 
70 receive the meed of puniſhment, by thy ſweet grac es 9,7 
fieer, Anthony Dull; a man of good repute, carriage, bear - 
ing. and eftimaticn, . e 
Dull. Me, an't ſhall pleaſe you; I am Anthony Doll. 
King, For TFaquenetta (ſo is the weaker v:ſſel called 


which I apprebended with the aforeſaid fwain), I Ke, her 


as a veſſel of thy law's fury; and fhall, at the leajl 77 thy 

ſweet notice, bring her to trial. Thins, in all compliments 
of devated and heart-burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 

B 3 Biron, 
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Birgm, This is not ſo well as I look'd for, but the het 
that ever I heard. 


King. Ay, the beſt for the worſt, But, firrab, what 
ſay you to this ? 

Coft. Sir, I confeſs the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Cot. I do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaim'd a year s impriſonment to he 
taken with a wench. 

Cot. I was taken with none, fir r; I was taken With a 
damoſel. 

Ling. Well, it was proclaimed . 

Goft. This was no damoſel neither, ſir; ſhe was a 
virgin. 5 
King. It is ſo varied too ; for it was proclaim” d, virgin, 


Cot, If it were, I deny her 3 I was taken 
with a maid. 


King. This maid will not ſerve your turn, fir. 

Cot. This maid will ſerve my turn, fir. 

= Sir, I will pronounce ſentence ; 1285 mall faſt a 

eek with bran and water. 

"Of I had rather pray a month with mutton and por- 
ridge. 
King. And Don Armado ſhall be your keeper, —My 
lord Biron, ſee him delivered o'er. — — 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn. [ Exeunt, 
Biron. Il lay my head to any good man's hat, 

Theſe oaths and laws will prone an idle ſcorn.— 

Sirrah, come on. 
* Coft. I ſuffer for the truth, ſir: for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore, Welcome the ſour cup of proſperity | At- 


fliction may one day ſmile agar and till then, ſit thee 
down, ſorrow ! N TO: Eren. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


AMA Do's Houſe. Enter Ax MA DO, and Morzg. 


Arm. Boy, what ſign is it, when a man of great ſpirit 
rows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great ſign, ſir, that he will look fad. 

Ly Why, ſadneſs is one and the ſelf- lame thing, dear 


1. No, no; O Jord, ür, 1 no. 

Arm. How canſt thou part ſadneſs and melancholy, my 
tender juvenal? 

Moth. By a familiar demonſtration of the working, my 
tough ſignior. 

Arm. Why tough fignior ? why tough ſignior ? 

Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal? 

Arm. I ſpoke i it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epithet- 
on, appertaining to thy young days, Which we — no- 
minate, tender. 


your old time, which we may name, tough. 
Arm. pretty, and apt. 


apt? or I apt, and my ſaying pretty? 
Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 
Moth. Little pretty, becauſe little: Wherefore apt ? 
Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick, 

Moth. Speak you this in my praiſe, maſter ? 

Arm. In thy condign praiſe. 
Mot h. Iwill praiſe an eel with the ſame praiſe. 
Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious ? 
Moth. That an eel is quick. 


Arm, I do ſay, thou art quick in anſwers : Thou heat'ſt 


my blood. 
Moth. I am anſwer'd, fir. 
Arm. I love not to be croſs'd. 


Moth, He ſpeaks the mere contrary, croſſes love not 


him. 


Arm. I have promiſed to ſtudy three years with the 


luke. 
Moth. You my do it in an hour, fir. 


B $ | Arm. 


Meth. And I, tough fignior, as an appertinent title to 


Moth. How mean you, fir ? I pretty, and my ſaying 


7 * Ay» — —_ 1 — — 
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Arm. Tmpoſhble. | 

Moth. How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the ſpirit of a 
tapſter. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a  gameſter, fir, 

Arm. I confeſs both; they are both the varniſh of a 
complete min. 

Moth. I hen, I am ſure, you know how much the 

groſs ſum of deuce-ace amounts to, 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Meth. Which the bale vulgar do call, three. 

Arm. Irue. 

Moth. Why, fir, is this ſuch a piece of ftndy? Now 
here is three ſtudied, ere you'l] thrice Wink: and how eaſy 
it is to put years to the word three, and ſtudy three years 
in two words, the dancing horſe will tell you, 

Arm. A moeit fine figure! 

Moth. To prove you a cypher. 

Arm. I will hereupon confeſs, I am in love: and, as it 
is baſe for a ſoldier to love, fo I am in love with a baſe 
wench. If drawing my ſword againſt the humour of af- 
fection would deliver me from the reprobate thought of 
it, I would take deſire prifoner ; and ranſom him to any 
French courtier for a new devis'd court 'ſy. I think fcorn 
to ſigh; methinks, I ſhould out- wear Cupid. Corfort 
me, boy; What great men have been in love? 

Moth Hercules, maſter. 35 | 
Arm. Moſt fweet Hercules! — More authority, dear 
boy, name more; and, fweet my child, let them be men 

of good repute and carriage. 

Aoth. Sampſon, maſter: he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage; for he carried the town-gates on his back, 
like a porter: and he was in love. 

Arm. O well- knit Sampfon! ſtrong- jointed Sampſon! 
T do excel thee in my 1 apier, as much as thou didſt me in 
carrying gates. I am in love too,—Who was Sampſon's 
love, my dear Moth? | 
Moth. A woman, maſter. 

Arm. Of what complexion ?_ 

Meth. Ot all the tour, or the three, or the two; or one 
of the tour. 

Arm, 
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Arm. Tell me preciſely of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of the fea-water green, fir. 

Arm Is that one of the tour complexions ? 

Meth. As I have read, fir ; and the beſt of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers: but to 
have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampſon had ſmall 
reaſon for it, He, ſurely, affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was ſo; fir ; for ſhe had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is moſt immacujate white and red, 


Math. Moſt maculate thoughts, maſter, are maſk'd 


under ſuch colours. 
Arm. Define, define, well- laced infant, 


Moth. My father s wit, and my mother's tongue, aſſiſt 


me! 


Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; moſt pretty, and 


athetical! 
Math. If ſhe be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For bluſhing cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale-white ſhown : 
Then, if ſhe fear, or be to blame, 
By this you (hall not know ; 
For ſtil] her checks poſſeſs the ſame, | 
Which native ſhe doth owe. | 


A dangerous rhime, maſter, againſt the reaſon of white 


and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the 
Beggar? 

Moth. The world was very guilty « of ſuch a hallad ſome 
three ages ſince : but, I think, now 'tis not to be found; 
or, if it were, it would ncither ſerve for the writing, nor 
the tune. 

Arm. I will have that ſubje& newly writ o'er, that I! 
may example my digreſſion by ſome mighty precedent. 


Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took in the park 


with the rational hind Coſtard ; ſhe deſerves well. 


Moth. To be Whaipp'd ; and Vet a better love than my 


maſter. 
Arm. Sing, boy; my ſoles grows heavy in love. 


[ 4/idr. 


Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light wench. 
frm, I lay, ſing. 


Meth, 
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Moth. Forbear, ll this company be paſt. 


Enter DULL, Cosr ARD, and JAQUENETT A, 


Dull. Sir, the duke's pleaſure is, that you keep Coſt 
fafe : and you muſt let him take no delight, "ks no _ 
ance; but a' muſt faſt three days a-week : For this 
damſel, I muſt keep her at the park; ſhe is allow's for 
the day-woman. Fare you well. 
Arm. I do betray my ſelf with bluſhing, Maid. 
Jag Man. 
Arm. 1 will viſit thee at the lodge, 
ag. That's hereby. 
Arm. I know where it is ſituate. 
aq. Lord, how wife you are! 
Arm. I will tell thee wonders, 
Jag. With that face? 
Arm. I love thee. 
Jag. So J heard you ſay. 
Arm. And ſo farewel. 
Jag. Fair weather after you! 
Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 
Exeunt DULL, and JAQUENETTA, 
Sm; Villain, thou fhalt faſt for thy offences, ere thou 
be pardoned. 
Ce. Well, fir, I hope, when I do it, I ſhall do itona 
full ſtomach, 
Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily dance, 
Cz/t. 1 am more bound to you, than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 
Arm. Take away this villain ; ſhut him up. 
Moth. Come, you tranſgreſſing flave; away. 
7 2 ot, Let me not be pent up, fir; I will faſt, being 
ole. 
Moth. No, fir ; that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 
priſon. 
Cot. Well, if ever I do ſee the merry days of of deſola- 
tion that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee— 
Moth. What ſhall ſome ſee? 
Co oft. Nay, nothing, maſter Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for priſoners to be ſilent in their words; 


and, therefore, I will Ay ant I thank God, I * 5 
ittle 
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little patience as another man; and, therefore I can be quiet. 
[ Exeunt MoTH and CoSTARD. 

Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is baſe, where 
her ſhoe, which is baſer, guided by her foot, which is 
baſeſt, doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn (which is a great 
argument. of falſehood), it I love: And how can that be 
true love, which is falſely attempted ? Love is a familiar; 


love is a devil: there is no evil angel but love. Yet Samp- 


ſon was ſo tempted; and he had an excellent ſtrength : 
yet was Solomon ſo ſeduced z and he a had very good wit. 


Cupid's but-ſhait is too hard for Hercules” club, and there- 


fore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The firſt and 
ſecond cauſe will not ſerve my turn ; the paſſado he re- 


ſpects not, the duello he regards not: his diſgrace is to 


be call'd boy; but his glory is, to ſubdue men. Adieu, 
valour ! ruſt, rapier ! be ſtill, drum! for your manager is 


in love ; yea, he loveth. Aﬀiſt me ſome extemporal god 
of chime, for, 1 am ſure, I ſhail turn ſonneteer. Deviſe 
wit; write pen; for I am for whole volumes in folio. 


[ Exit. 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 


Be efore the King of Navarre's Palace, Enter the Princeſs 


France, ROS ALINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, Bov- 
ET, Lords, and other Attendants. 


Boyet. 


Neu w, madam, ſummon up your deareſt ſpirits : 
Conſider who the king your father ſends ; 

To whom he ſends; and what's his embaſſy : 
Yourſelf, held precious in the world's eſteem ; 

To parley with the ſole inheritor 

Of all per fections that a man may owe, 

Matchleſs Navarre ; the plea of no leſs weight 
Than Aquitain, a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As nature was in making graces dear, 


When 
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When ſhe did ſtarve the general world beſi de, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, thongh but mean, 
Needs not the painted fourith of your praiſe ; 
Beauty 1s bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter'd by baſe ſale of chapmen's tongues : 

I am leſs proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wiſe 

Jn ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 

But now to taſk the taſłer.— Good Boyer, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noiſe abroad, Navarre hath' made a vow, 

Till painful ſtudy ſhall out-wear three years, 
No woman may approach his ſilent court: 
Therefore to us ſeemeth it a ncedful courſe, 

Before we enter his forbidden Rates, 

To know his pleaſure ; and, in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthineſs, we bngle you | 

As our beſt-moving fair ſolicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 
Oa ſerious buſineſs, craving quick diſpatch 
Importunes perſonal confcrence with his grace. 
Haſte, ſignity ſo much; while we attend, 

Like humble-viſag'd ſaitors, his high wi il. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly 1 go. Ea. 
Prin, All pride is willing pride, and yours is ſo.— 

Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 
Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin. Know you the man? 

Mar. I knew him, madam ; at a marriage-feaſt, 

Between lord perigort and the beautious heir 

Of Jaques Faulconbridge ſolemnized, 

In Nor mandy ſaw I this Longaville: 

A man of ſovereign parts he is eſteem'd; 

Well fitted in the arts, plorious in arms: 

Nothing becomes him il, that he would well. 

The only foi] of his fair virtue's gloſs 

(If virtue's glos will ſtain with any ſoil), 

Is a ſharp wit m«tch'd with too blunt a will; 

Whoſe edge hath power 10 cut, whoſe will füll wills 


it 
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jt ſhould none ſpare that come within his power, 
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; it fo? 
Mar, They ſay ſo moll, that moſt his humours know. 
Prin. Such Mort lid d 6. its do wither as they grow. 
| Who are the reſt? 
Kath, The young Dumain, a well-accomolifi'd youth, 
Of ail that virtue love for virtue lov'd: 
Moſt power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 
And ſhape to win grace though he had no wit. 
|] ſaw him at the duke Alencon' $ once; | 
And much too little, of that good I faw, 
[s my report to this great worthineſs, 
Riſa. Another of theſe ſtudents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth: 
Biroa they call him; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
{ never ſpent an hour's talk withal: 
His eye begets occaſion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-movins jeſt: 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expoſitor) 
| Delivers ia ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truaut at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite raviſhed ; 
80 ſweet and voluble in his diſcourſe. 
Prin, God bleſs my ladies! are they all in love E 
That every one her own hath garniſhed 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe ? 
Mar, Here comes Boyet. 
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Ne. enter BOYET. 


Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach 3 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all addreſs'd to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before [ came, Marry, thus much I have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field 
(Like one that comes here to beliege his court), 
Than ſeek a dif . for his oath, 


To 
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To let you enter his unpeopled houſe. 
Here comes Navarre. 
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Enter the King, Loxcavilte, DUNMAIN, Brno, 
and Attendants. 


— 


King. Fair princeſs, welcome to the court of Navarre. 
Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and, welcome 

1 have not yet: the roof of this court is too hiph to 

be yours; and welcome to the wide fields too baſe to be 

mine. 

King. You ſhall be welcome, madam, to my court. 
Prin. I will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 
King, Hear me, dear lady, I have ſworn an oath, 
Prin. Our Lady help my lord! he'll be forſworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
Prin, Why, will ſhall break it ; will, and nothing elle, 
King. Your ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Where my lord fo, his i ignorance were wiſe, 

Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 

1 hear, your grace hath ſworn- out houſe-keeping : 

*Tis deadly fin to keep. that oath, my eos 

And fin to break it: 

But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold; 

To teach a teacher ill beſeemeth me. 

Vouchſafe to read the purpoſe of my coming, 

And ſuddenly reſolve me in my ſuit. 

King. Madam, I will, if ſaddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner, that I were away; 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ſtay. 
Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron, I know, you did. 

Kos. How needleſs was it then 

To aſk the queſtion ! | 
Biron. You mult not be fo quick. 

Kos. * Tis long of you, that ſpur me with ſuch queſtions, 
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faſt, "twill tite. 
Ros. Not trill it leave the rider in the mire, 

Biron. What time o day? 
Ros. The hour that tools ſhould aſk, 
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Biron. Now fair befall your maſk ! 
Nos. Fair fall the face it covers! 
Biron. And fend you many lovers! 
Ros. Amen; ſo you be none. 
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone, 
King, Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thouſand crowns; 
Being but the one half of an entire ſum, 
Diſburſed by my father in his wars. 
But ſay, that he, or we (as neither have) 
Receiv'd that ſum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thouſand more, in ſurety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, oh 
Although not valued to the money's worth. 
If then the king your father will reſtore | 
But that one half which is unſatisfy'd, 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
| And hold fair friendſhip with his majeſty. 
But that, it ſeems, he little purpoſeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
| An hundred thouſand crowns; and not demands, 
On payment of a hundred thouſand crowns, 
| To have his title live in Aquitain ; | 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 
And have the money by our father lent, | 
Than Aquitain ſo gelded as it is. : | 
; 


Dear princeſs, were not his requeſts ſo far 
From reaſon's yielding, your fair {elf ſhould make 
A yielding, *gainſt ſome reaſon, in my breaſt, [1 
And go well ſatisfied to France again. | 
Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 2 | 
In ſo unſeeming to confeſs receipt -Þ 
Of that which hath ſo faithfully been paid. | 1 
King, I do proteſt, I never heard of it; | | 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
| Or yield up Aquitain. | 
Prin, We arreſt your word :— ; 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances, 
For ſuch a ſum, from ſpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 


King, 
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King. Satisfy me ſo. 

Boyet. So plcafe your grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound; 
To-morrow you fall have a ſight of them. 

King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which | interview, 
Ail liberal reaſon I will yield unto. 

Mean time, receive ſuch welcome at my hand, 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthineſs : 

You may not come, fair princeſs, in my gates; 
But here without you ſhall be ſo receiv'd, 


As you ſhall deem yourſelf lodg'd in my heart, 


Though fo deny'd fair harbour in my houſe. 
Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel ; 
To- morrow we ſhall viſit you again. 
Prin, Sweet health and fair deſires conſort your r grace 
* 3 by own with wiſh J thee in ni place! 
Exil. 
Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 
Ros. | pray you, do my commendations ; 
I would be glad to ſee it. 
Biron. I would, you heard it groan. 
Ros. Is the fool ſick ? | 
| Biron. Sick at the heart. 
Ros. Alack, let it blood, 
Biron. W ould that do it . J 
Ros. My phyſick ſays, I. | 
Biron. Will you prick't with your eye? 
Ros. Non poynt, with my knife. 
Hiron. Now, God fave thy life! 
Ros, And yours from long living! 


Biron. I cannot ſtay thankſgiving. = * vil. 
Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word; What lady is that 
ſame ? 


Boyet. The heir of Alengon, Roſaline her name. 
Dum. A gallant lady | Monſieur, fare you well. Exit. 
Long. I beſcech you, a word; What is fe in the 
white? 


7 


Beyet. A woman ſometimes, an you fas her in the 
light. 


Leng. — light! in the light: 1 defire her _ 
yet. 
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Bahet. She hath but one for herſelf; to deſire that, 
were a ſhame, | 
Long. Pray you, far, whoſe daughter ? 
Foyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Long. God's bleſſing on your beard! 
Bhyet. Good ſir, be not offended: 
She is an heir of F aulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a moſt ſweet lady- 
Boyet. Not unlike, fir; that may be. 


Biron. What's her name in the cap? 
Boyet. Katharine, my good hap. 
Brom. Is ſhe wedded, or no ? 
Boyet. To her will, fir, or ſo. 
Biron. You are welcome, ſir; adieu! 
Boyet. F arewell to me, fir, and welcome to you. | 
[Exit BIRON. 

Mar, That laſt is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord; 

Not a word with him but a jeſt. 
 Biyet, And every jeſt but a word. 
Prin. It was well done of you, to take him at his word. 


Boyet. | was as willing to grapple, as he was to board. 


Mar, Too hot ſheeps, marry ! 
Boyet, And wherefore not (ſhips? 
No ſheep, ſweet lamb, unleſs we feed on your lips. 


Mar. You ſheep, and l paſture ; Shall that finiſh the 


jeſt ? 

| Byyet. So you grant paſture for me, 

Mar. Not ſo, gentle beaſt ; 
My lips are no common, though ſeveral they be. 

Boyet, Belonging to whom ? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 
Prin. Good wits will be „ but, gentles, agree: 
The civil war of wits were much better uſed 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abuſed. 

Boyet. If my obſervation (which very ſeldom lies), 
By the heart's ſtill rhetorick, diſcloſed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

1 Prin. 


[ Exit LONGAVILLE, 
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Prin. With what ? 
Boyet. With that which we lowers entitle, affected. 
Prin, Your reaſon ? 
Boyet, Why, all his behavioars did make their retire. 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough deſire : 
His heart, like an agat, with your print impreſſed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreſſed ; 
His tongue, all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee, 
Did ſtumble with haſte in his eye-ſight to be; 
All ſenſes to that ſenſe did make their repair, 
Jo feel only looking on faireſt of fair: 
Methought, all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, 
As jewels in cryſtal for ſome prince to buy; 
Who, tendring their own worth, from whence they were 
glaſs'd, 
Did point out to buy them, along as you paſs'd. 
His face's own margent did quote ſuch amazes, 


hat all eyes ſaw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 


I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An you give him for my ſake but one loving kiſs, 
Prin, Come, to dur pavilion: Boyet is diſpos'd— 


Boyet. But to ſpeak that in words, which his eye hath 
diſclos'd : ; 


I only have made a mouth of his eye, 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
Ros. Fay art an old love-monger, and ſpeak'ſt {kil- 
Full 
Mar. He is Cupid*s grandfather, and 2 news of 
Him. 
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother; for her father 
is but grim. 
5 ca Do you hear, my mad wenches ? . 
ar. No. 
Boyet. What then, do you foe? ? 
Ros. Ay, our way to be gone, 
Beyet. You are too hard for me. 


Aer 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Park; near the Palace. Enter ARM ADO, and 


Morn. 
; Armado. 
W ARB I. E, child; make paſſionate my ſenſe. of 
hearing. 5 
Hot h. Concolinel , Singing. 


Arm. Sweet air Go, tenderneſs of years; take this 


key, give enlargement to the ſwain, bring him feſtinately 
hither; I muſt employ him in a letter to my love. 


Moth. Maſter, will you win your love with a French 


brawl? N | 

Arm. How mean'ſt thou? brawling in French? 
Moth. No, my complete maſter : but to jig off a tune 
at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humour 
it with turning up your eye-lids; ſigh a note, and ſing a 
note; ſometime through the throat, as if you ſwallow'd 


love with ſinging love; ſometime through the noſe, as if 


you ſnuff'd up love by ſmelling love; with your bat 
penthouſe- like, o'er the ſhop of your eyes; with your 
arms croſs'd on your thin belly-doublet, like a rabbit on 
a ſpit; or your hands in your pocket, like a man after 
the old painting ; and keep not too long in one tune, but 
a ſnip and away : Theſe are complements, theſe are hu- 
mours; theſe betray nice wenches—that would be betray'd 
without theſe; and make the men of note (do you note 
men !) that are moſt affected to theſe. os 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this experience ? 

Moth. By my penny of obſervation. 

Arm. But O, —but O— 

| Moth. —the hobby-horſe is forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my love, hobby-horſe ? | 
Moth. No, Maſter ; the hobby-horlſe is but a colt, and 
Pour love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you forgot 

Jour Jove? 

Arm. Almoſt I had, 


C2 Meth, 
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Moth. Negligent ſtudent ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, maſter : all thoſe three | 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? es 
Moth. A man, if I live; and this, by, in, and with 
out, upon the inſtant: By heart you love her, becauſe 
your heart cannot come by her: in heart you love her, 
| becauſe your heart is in love with her; and out of heart 


you love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy 
her. 


Arm. ] am all theſe three. 
Moth. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all. 
Arm. reich hither the ſwain; ; he muſt carry me a 
" Jortere- 
Moth. A meige well ſympathis'd; a horſe to be em- 
baſſador for an aſs! 
Arm. Ha, ha? what ſayeſt thou ? 
Moth. Marry, ſir, you muſt ſend the aſs upon the 
horſe, for he is very ſlow gaited: But I go. | 
Arm. The way is but ſhort ; away. 
Moth. As ſwift as lead, fir. 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and flow ? 
Moth. Minim?, honeſt maſter, or rather, þ, Muſter no. 
Arm. I ſay, lead it flow. 
Moth. You are two ſwift, fir, to ſay ſo: 
Is that lead flow, which is fir'd from a gun ? 
Arm. Sweet ſmoke of rhetorick ! | 
He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, Ray s he: 
I ſhoot thee at the ſwain. 
Moth, Thump then, and I flee. Exit. 
Arm. A moſt acute juvenal; voluble and free of grace! 
By thy favour, ſweet welkin, 1 muſt f igh in thy face: 
Moſt rude melancholy, value gives thee place. 
My herald is return'd, 


Ne- enter MoTH, and CosTARD. 


Moth. A wonder, maſter ; here's a Coſtard broken in 
"a is. 1 
7 Its 
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Arm. Some enigma, ſome riddle: come, — thy [envoy ; 


— begin. 
H. No egma, no riddle, no fert no ſalve in the 


male, Sir: O Sir, plantain, a plain plantain; no /” envoy, 


' no envoy, or ſalve, Sir, but a plantain | 


Arm. By virtue, thou enforceſt laughter; thy fi ly 


thought, my ſpleen; the heaving of my lungs, provokes 
me to ridiculous ſmiling: O, pardon me, my ſtars ! 


Doth the inconfiderate take lalve for envoy, and the 


word, /'envoy, for a ſalve? 
Moth. Doth the wiſe think them other! ? is not [envoy 
a ſalve? 


Arm. No, page; it is an epilogue or diſcourſe, to make 


plain. 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been ſain. 
1 will example it : 
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee; 
Where {till at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral: Now the /enwvoy. 
Moth. I will add the /*envoy; Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were ſtill at odds, being but three; 
Moth. Until the gooſe came out of door, 
Staying the odds by adding four, 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with 
my envoy. 
The fox, the ape, and the humble- bee, 
Were ſtill at odds, being but three: 
Arm. Until the gooſe came out of door, 
Staying the odds by adding four. 


Moth. A good envoy, ending in the gooſe; Would 


you deſire more? 
Gt. The boy hath ſold bim a bargain, a gooſe, that's 
flat — 
| Sir, your penny- worth is good, an your gooſe be fat.— 
To ſell a bargain well, is as cunning as faſt and looſe ; 
Let me ſee a fat P envoy ; ; ay, that's a fat gooſe, 


Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did this argument 


begin ? 5 


Moth. By ſaying, that a Co ard was broken in a ſhin. 
Then cad you for the /'envoy. 


— Coſt, 
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Coft. True, and [ for a plantain ; thus came your 
argument in: 
Then the boy's fat I'envoy,. the gooſe that you Wet, 
And he ended the market. 
„ 7 But tell me: how was there a Coſtard broke n in 
a ſhin? 

Moth. 1 will tell you ſenſibly, 

Caſt. Thou haſt no feeling of it, Moth; I will ſpeak 
that T' ene. 
. I, Coftard, running out, that was ſafely within, 
Fell over the threſhold, and broke my ſhin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Ct. Till there be more matter in the ſnin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Coſtard, I will enfranchiſe thee. 
(. O, marry me to one Frances; 1 ſmell ſome 
 Penvey, ſome gooſe, in this. 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoul, I mean, ſetting thee at liber- 
ty, enfreedoming thy perſon ; thou wert immur'd, rel- 
trained, captivated, bound. 

H. True, true; and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me looſe. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, ſet has from durance; 
and, in lieu thereof, impoſe on thee nothing but this: 
Bear this Ggnificant to the country maid Jaquenetta: 
there is remuneration ; | Giving him Money.] for the 
_ beſt ward of mine honour, is, rewarding my dependants. 


Moth, follow. [ Exit, 
Moth. Like the ſequel, I, Signior Coſtard, adieu. 
[ Ext. 


Caſt. My ſweet ounce of man's fleſh! my incony Jew! 
Now will I look to his remuneration, Remuneration ! 
O, that's the Latin word for three farthings : three 
farthings—remuneration.—What's the price of this inil'? 
a penny: — Ne, I' give you a remuneration : why, it 
carries it.—Remuneration !—why, it is a fairer nume than 
French crown. I will never buy and ſell out of this 
word, 8 


Enter BIxOR. 
Biron. O, my good Krane Coſtard ! exceedingly wel 
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Eft. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may 
4 man buy for a remuneration 2 2 
Biron. What is a remuneration ? 
Cot. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 
Biron. O, why then, three-farthing-worth of lk. 
Coft. 1 thank your worſhip: God be with you. 
Biron. O, ſtay, ſlave ; I muſt employ thee-: 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall entreat. 
Cot. When would you have it done, fir ? 
Biron. O, this afternoon, 
" Gift. Well, I will do it, fir : Fare you well. 
Biron. O; thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Coſt, I ſhall know, ſir, when I have done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou muſt know firſt. 
Coſt. 1 will come to your worſhip to-morrow morngng, 
Biron, Ir muſt be done this afternoon. Hark, ſlave, 
it is but this ;— 
The princeſs comes to hunt here “ in the park, 
And in her train there is a gentle lady: 
When tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her name, 
And Roſaline they call her; aſk for her; 
And to her ſweet hand ſee thou do commend 
This ſeal'd- up counſel. There's thy guerdon ; go. 
| | wes him Money. 
t. Guerdon, —O ſweet guerdon! better than re- 
muneration; eleven- pence farthing better: Moſt ſweet 
guerdon —I will do it, fir, in print. —Guerdon—remu- 
neration, [ Exit. 
Biron. O!—And I, forſooth, in 1 J, that have 
been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humourous ſigh ; 
A critic; nay, a night- watch conſtable; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal ſo magnificent! 
This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy; 
This ſignior Junio's giant; dwarf, Dan Cupid; 
Regent of love-rhimes, lord of folded arms, 
The anointed ſovereign of ſighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malecontents, | 
Dread prince of plackets, king of cod pieces, 
| 4 Hale 
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That we muſt ſtand and play the murderer in? 
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Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting paritors, —O my little heart. 
And I to be a corporal of his field, ; 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop !_ 
What? what? I love! I ſue! I ſeek a wife! 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 
But being watch'd that it may till go right ? 


Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all: 
And, among three, to love the worſt of all; 


A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 
With two pitch balls ſtuck in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, 


Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard! 


And I to ſigh for her! to watch for her! 
To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. 


a Well, I will love, write, ſigh, pray, ſue, and groan ; 


Some men muſt love my lady, and ſome Joan. [ Exit. 


* * — i. —— n 
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ACT Iv. SCENE i. 


A Pavilion in the Park near the Palace. Enter tht 
Princeſs, ROSALINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, Lords, 
Attendants, and a Foreſter. 


Princeſs 


Fr W.. that the king, that ſpurd his horfe ſo hard 


Apainſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill ? | 

| Boyet. I know not; but, I think, it was not he. 
Prin. Whoe'er he was, he ſhew'd a mounting mind. 

Well, lords, to day we ſhall have our diſpatch 


On Saturday we will return to France.— 


Then, foreſter, my friend, where is the buſh, 


Fer. 
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For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A ſtand, where you may make the faireſt ſhoor, 
Prin, | thank my beauty; I am fair that ſhoot. { 
And thereupon thou ſpeak*ſt, the faireſt (hoot, 
Fir, Pardon me, madam, for 1 meant not fo, | 
Prin. What, what ? firſt praiſe me, then again ſay no ? ? 
O ſhort-liv'd pride! Not fair? alack for woe | 
For, Yes, madam, fair. 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now; 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glals, take this for telling true; 
[Grving him money, 
Pair payment for foul words is more than due. 
Fir. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin, See, ſee, my beauty will be lav'd by merit. 
0 hereſy in fair, fit for theſe days! 
A giving hand, though foul, ſtall have fair praiſe.- — 
But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well is then accounted 111. 
Thus will I fave my credit in the ſhoot : 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't; 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my ſkill, 
That more tor praiſe, than purpoſe, meant to kill, 
And out of queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes ; 7 
Glory grows guilty of deteſted crimes 
When, for fame's ſake, for praiſe, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart : 
As I, for praiſe alone, now ſeek to ſpill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means noill. 
Boyet. Do not curſt wives hold that ſelf-ſovereignty 
Only for praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lord o'er their lords ? 
Prin. Only for praiſe : and praiſe we may afford 
To I lady that ſubdues a lord. 


Enter CosTARD. 


Prin, Here comes a member of the commonwealth, 


. God dig-you-den all ! 7 you, which is the 


head lady ? 2 


Prin. 
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Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow, by the reſt that 
have no heads. | | 
Cit. Which is the greateſt lady, the higheſt ? 
Prin, The thickeſt, and the talleſt. 
Coft. The thickeſt, and the talleſt ! it is ſe; truth is 
truth, 1 © 
An your waiſt miſtreſs, were as ſlender as my wit, 
One of theſe maid's girdles for your waiſt ſhould be 
5 mt. 
Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickeſt here, 
Prin. What's your will, ſir ? what's your will? 
(. | have a letter from monſieur Biron, to one lad) 
Roſaline. „5 4 
Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter; he's a good friend of 
mine: | ST 
Stand aſide, good bearer, —Boyet, you can carve ; 
Break up this capon. | . 
Boyet, 1 am bound to ſerve.— 
This letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 1 
Prin. We will read it, I ſwear: 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet reads. By heaven, that thou art fair, is mt 
infallible ; true, that thou art beautious ; truth itſelf, that 
thou art lovely: More fairer than fair, beautiful than 
beautious, truer than truth itſelf, have commiſeration on 
'. thy heroical wvaſſal! The magnanimous and moſ# iliuſt rate 
Ling Cophetua ſet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate 
beggar Zenelophon ;z and he it was that might rightly jay, 
veni, vidi, vici; which to anatomize in the vulgar, (O baſe 
and obſcure vulgar!) videlicet, he came, ſaw, and over- 
came : He came, one; ſaw, two; overcame, three, Wh 
came the king; Why did he come? to ſee; Why did be 
ſee? to overcome: To whom came he? to the beggar; 
What ſaw he? the beggar; Whom overcame he ? the beg 
gar: The concluſion is victory; On whoſe ſide ? the king 5: 
The captive is enrich'd; On whoſe ſide? the beggars: 
The cataſtrophe is a nuptial; On whaſe fide ? the king's * 
no; on both in one, or one in both. I am the king ; for 
ſo ſtands the compariſon : thou the beggar ; for jo witneſſeth 
thy lowlineſs. Shall I command thy love? I may: 5 

| | enfar 


* 
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enforce thy love? I could: Shall I entreat thy love? Twill. 
IVhat ſhalt thou exchange jar rags ? robes; For tittles? 
tiles: For thyſelf © me. Thus, expecting thy reply, 1 
profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy pictur 2, and my 
art on toy every part. 
. in the deareſl def zen of induftry, 
| Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO. 


Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
'Gainſt thee, thou lamb, that ſtandeſt as his prey; 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou ſtrive, poor ſoul, what art thou then! 2 
Food for bis rage, repaſture for his den. 
Prin. What plume of feathers is be, that indited this 
letter ? 


What vane ? what weather: cock? Did you ever hear 
better? 
Boyet. Jam much deceived, but I remember the ſtyle. 
Prin, Elle your memory is bad, going o'er it ere while, 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here i in 
court; 
A phantaſm, a Monarcho and one that makes 1 port! ; 
To the prince, and his book- mates. 
Prin. Thou, fellow, a word: 
Who gave thee this letter ? 
Cr. I told you; my lord. 
Prin. To whom ſhouldſt * give it? 
Cot, From my lord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord, to which lady? 
Gt. From my lord Birou, a good maſter of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Roſaline. | 
Prin, Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come, lords, 
away. 
Here, ſweet, put up this; 'twill be thine another day. 
Exit Princeſs atiended. 
Beyer. Who is the ſhooter ? who 1s the ſhooter ? 
Kg Shall I teach you to Know : ? 
1 5 Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Rol. Why, ſhe that bears the bow. 
01 put olf! 
Pojet. 
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Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns : but, if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miſcarry, 
Finely put on! 
Rofſ. Well then, I am the ſhooter. 
Boyet. And who is your deer? 
Riel If we chuſe by horns, yourſelf; come not near, 
Finely put on, indeed !— _ 
Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Boyet, and ſhe ſtrikes 
at the brow. 
Bayet, But ſhe herſelf f is hit lower: bave 1 hit her 
now? 
Roſ. Shall I come upon thee with an old ſaying, that 
was a man when King Pepin of France was a little boy, 
as touching the hit it ? 
Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that was 
a woman When queen Guinever of Britain was a little 
wench, as touching the hit it. 
| Rof. Thou can'ft not hit i it, hit it, hit it. [ Singing, 
Thou can'ſt not hit it, my good man. 
Bayer: An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 
An TI cannot, another can. 
8 [Exeunt Ros. and KAT. 
Cort. By my troth, moſt pleaſant ! how both did fit it, 
Mar. A mark maryellous well ſhot; for they both did 
hit it. 
Bayet. A mark! O, mark but that mark ; A mark, 
ſays my lady! 
Let the mark have a prick in't, to mete at, if it may be 
Mar. Wide o' the bow hand! I faith, your hand is 


out, 
Coſt. Indeed, à muſt hoot nearer, or he'll ne 'er it the 
_ clout, | 
Boyet, An if my hand be out, then, belike, your hand 


is in. 

Coſt. Then will ſhe get the upſhot by cleaving the pin. 

_— "ona come, you talk greaſily, your lips grow 

fou 

Caſt. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir; challenge 
her to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing: Good niche, my good 
„ [Excunt all but Cos A&D. 


Off. 
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Coſt. By my ſoul, a ſwain! a moſt ſimple clown! 
Lord, lord! how the ladies and 1 have put him down! 
0' my troth, moſt ſweet jeſts! moſt incony vulgar wit ! 
When it comes ſo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, 
9 
Armatho o' the one ſide,.— O, a moſt dainty man! 
Jo ſee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan! 
To ſee him kiſs his hand! and how moſt [weetly a' will 
{wear !— 
And his page o' t'other ſide, that handful of wit ! 
Ah, heavens, it is a moſt pathetical nit ! 


Sola, lola! 5 [ Shouting within. 


[Exit CosTARD. 


SCENE IL. 
Enter DULL, HoLOFERNES, and Sir NATHANIEL, 


Nath. Very reverent ſport, truly; and done in the teſ- 
| timony of a good conſcience. 


Hol. The deer was, as you know, 8 in blood; 


ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel in the 


ar of Czlo,— the ſky, the welkin, the heaven; and anon 


falleth like a crab, on the face of Terra, — the foil, the 
land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, maſter Holofernes, the epithets are ſweetly 
varied, like a ſcholar at the leaſt : But, ſir, I aſſure ye, it 
was 4 buck of the firſt head, 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 

Dull. Twas not a Baud credo, twas a pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of inſi- 
nuation, as it were, in via, in way, of explication; facere, 
as it were, replication; or, rather, oſtentare, to ſhow, as 
It were, his inclination—after his undreſſed, unpoliſhed, 
uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or, 
rathereſt, unconfirmed taſhion, —to inſert again my haud 
credo for a deer. 


Dull, 1 ſaid, the ORE was not 2 haud credo; twas a 
pricket. 


Hel. Twice ſod ſimplicity, bis coctus O thou monſ- 
| ter ignorance, how deformed doſt thou loox? 


Nath. 
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Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that 32 
bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, as it were; hy 
hath not drunk nk: his intelle& is not repleniſhed ; þ 
is only an animal, only ſenſible in the duller parts: 


And ſuch barren plants are ſet before us, that we thank. 
ful ſhould be 


C 


(Which we of taſte and feeling are) for thoſe parts that do | 


fructify in us more than he. 
For as ON would ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet , Or 
a fool, 
So were there a patch ſet on : learning, to ſee him in 1 
ſchool : 
But, omne bene, ſay I; being of an old father's mind,” 
Man y cam brook the 2 weather , that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-meen ; Can you tell by your wit, 
What was a month old at Cain s birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet? 
Hol. 1 good man Dull ; Dictynna, good mar 
u! 3 9 55 
Dull. What is Dictynna? 
Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hol. The moon was a month oe, when Adam was no 
more; 
And raught not to fire weeks, when he came to fre- 
ſcore. 
The alluſion holds in the exchanpe. 
Dull. Tis os indeed; the colluſion holds in the ex · 
change 
Hol. God comfort thy capacity I ſay the alluſion holds 
in the exchange. 


Dull. And I ſay the polluſion holds i in the exchange; 


for the moon is never but a month old: and I fay beſide, 
that *rwas a pricket that the princeſs kill'd. 


Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will your hear an extemporal epi- 


taph on the death of the deer ? and, to humour the ig- 
norant, I have call'd the deer the princeſs kill'd, a pricke!, 
Nath, Perge, good maſter Holofernes, perge; ſo it 
ſhall pleaſe you to abrogate ſcurrility. 
Hol. 1 will ſomething affect the letter; for it argues 
Facility. 


The 
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The praiſeful princeſs pierc d and Prichd a pretty pleaſing 


pricket 3 
Some ſay, a ſore; ; but not a fore, till now made fore with 
ſhooting © 


The dogs did yell; 15 Z to fare, then ſorel Jumps from 


thicket ;; 
Or pricket, ſore, or elſe forel, the people fall a booting, 
If fore be ſore, then L to fore makes fifty ſores ; O fore 
Of one fore an hundred make, by adding but one more L- 


Nath. A rare talent ! 


Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him with 


a talent. 


Hol. This is a gift that I have, ſimple, ſimple * Y 


fooliſh extravagant ſpririt, full of forms, figures, ſhapes, 
objects, ideas, apprehenſions, motions, revolutions, : theſe 


are begot in the ventricle of memory, nourithed in the 


womb of pia mater, and deliver'd upon the mellowing of 

occaſion : But the gift is good in thoſe in whom it is acute, 
and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you ; and ſo may my 
pariſhioners ; for their ſons are well tutor'd by you, and 
their daughters profit very greatly under you : you are a 

good member of the commonwea!tti. 
Hol. Mehercle, if thei: fois be ingenious, they ſhall 

want no inſtruction: if their daughters be capable, I will 
put it to them: But, vir ſapit, gui pauca loguitur a ſoul 
| femnine ſaluteth us. 


Enter JAQUENETTA, and Cos r ARD. 


Jac. God give you good morrow, maſter parſon. 
be pierc'd, which is the one? 


hogſhead. 
Hol. Of piercing a hogſhead! a good luſtre of con- 


| for a ſwine: tis pretty; it is well. 

Fac. Good maſter parſon, be ſo good as read me this 
letter; it was given me by Coſtard, and ſent me from 
Don Arimatko : I beſeech you, read it, _ 

Hol. 


Hel. Maſter parſon, —guaſ perſon. And if one ſhould 
Ct. Marry, maſter ſchool-maſter, he that is likeſt to a 


ceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough 
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Hol. Fauſte, precor gelidd quando pectis omne ſub unjr/ 
Ruminat,—and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan ! I may 
ſpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; 

—Pinegia, Vinegia, 85 
Chi non ti vidi, ei non te pregia. 
Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! Who underſtandeth thee 
not, loves thee not. — Ut, re, fol, la, mi, fa,. — Under par- 
don, ſir, what are the contents? or, rather, as Horace 
ſays in his — What, my ſoul, verſes ? EE - 
Math. Ay, fir, and very learned. — 

Hol. Let me hear a ſtaff, a ſtanza, a verſe; Lege, do. 
mine. 5 | 

Nath. If love make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear to 

love? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed 
Though to myſelf forſworn, to thee VII faithful prove; 

Thoſe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like oſiers 
bowed. | N ” 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes; 

Where all thoſe pleaſures live, that art would com- 

„  prevend 3 © 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee ſhall ſuffice; 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee com- 
mend: | 

All ignorant that ſou], that ſees thee without wonder; 

(Which is to me ſome praiſe, that I thy parts ad- 
_ | | He 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, | J 
Which, not to anger bent, is muſic k, and ſweet fire. 
Celeſtial as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
| Thar ſings the heaven's praiſe with ſuch an earthly 
tongue! On Shs | 

Hol. You find not the apoſtrophes, and ſo miſs the ac- 
cent: let me ſuperviſe the canzonet, Here are only num- 
bers ratify'd ; but, for the elegancy, facility, and golden 
cadence of poeſy, caret. Ovidius Naſo was the man: and 

why, indeed, Naſo; but for ſmelling out the odoriferous 
flowers of fancy ? the jerks of invention? Imitari, is no- 
thing; ſo doth the hound his maſter, the ape his Keeper, 

5 | e 
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the tired horſe his rider. But damoſella virgin, was this 
directed to you? 

Jas. Ay, ſir, from one Monſieur Biron, one of the 
ſtrange queen's lords. 

Hol. I will overglance the ſuperſcript. To the ſnow 
white hand of the moſt beauteous lady Reſaline. I will look 
again on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of 
the party writing to the perſon written unto : 

Your ladyſhip's in all deſired employment, Big oN. 

Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with the 


king ; and here he hath fram'd a letter to a ſequent of the 


ſtranger queen's, which, accidentally, or by the way of 
progreſſion, hath miſcarry'd.—Trip and go, my ſweet 
deliver this paper into the royal hand of the king ; it may 


concern much: Stay not thy compliment; I forgive thy 
duty; adieu. 


Jag. Good Collard, go with me, —Sir, God fave your 


life ! 
Cot. Have with thee, my girl. [Exeunt. Cos. and Jaq. 
Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, very 
religiouſly ; and as a certain father ſaith— 
Hel. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear colourable 
colours. But, to return to the verſes ; Did they pleaſe 
you, Sir Nathaniel ? | 
Nath, Marvellous well for the pen. 


Hzl. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain pupit 


of mine; where if (being repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to 
gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege I 
have with the parents of the aforeſaid child or pupil, 
- Undertake your ben venuto; Where I will prove thoſe 
verſes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of poetry, 
wit, nor invention : I beſecch your ſociety. 


Nath. And thank you too: for ſociety (faith the text) 


is the happineſs of life, 

Hel. And, certes, the text moſt infallibly concludes it. 
—vir, I do invite you too; [To Dull.] you ſhall not ſay 
me, nay : pauca verba, Away; the gentles are at their 
game, and we will to our recreation, [Zxeunt. 


D SCENE 


— — —— — 1497 


38 LOYE's LABOUR'S LOST. 


S CEN E III. 
Enter BIxox with a Paper. 


Biron. The king is hunting the deer; I am courfing 
myſelf: they have pitch'd a toil ; I am tolling in a pitch; 
pitch, that defiles; defile! a foul word. Well, Set thee 
down, ſorrow ! for ſo, they ſay, the fool ſaid, and fo fay 
I, and TI the fool. Well prov'd, wit! By the lord, this 
love is as mad as Ajax: it keels ſheep; it kills me, I a 
ſheep: Well prov'd again on my fide! I will not love; 
if I do, hang me; i'faith, I will not. O, but her eye, — 
by this light, but for her eye, I would not love her; yes, 
for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but 
lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, I do love: and it 
hach taught me to rhime, and to be melancholy; and 
here is part of my rhime, and here my melanchoh. 
Well, ſhe hath one o' my ſonnets already; the clown 
bore it, the fool ſent it, and the lady hath it: ſweet 
| clown, ſweeter fool, ſweeteſt lady! By the world, I 
would not care a pin, if the other three were in: Here 
comes one With a paper : God give him grace to groan! 
N He ſtands aſd. 

Enter the King. 
King. Aye me ty 
Biron, [ Afide.] Shot, by heaven !——Proceed, ſweet 
Cupid; thou halt thump'd him with thy bird-bolt under 
the left pap :—- I' faith ſecrets. — 
King. ¶ Reads.] So feet a hiſs the golden fun gives nit 
To thoſe freſh morning drops upon the r:/e, 
As thy eye-beams, when their freſh rays have ſmote 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows : 
Ner ſhines the filver moon one half ſo bright 
Through the tranſparent boſom. of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light; 
Thou ſhin'ſt in every tear that I do weep : 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee, 
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe 
Do but behald the tears that fwell in me, 
And they thy glory through my grief will ſbew : 
But do not love thyſelf; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glaſſes, and fill make me weep. 5 
8 | | | | qaees 
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O queen of queens, how far doſt thou excel] 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. — 


How ſhall ſhe know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves, ſhade folly. Who is he comes here ? 


[The King ſteps aſide. 
Enter LONGAVILLE. | 


What, Longaville ! and reading! liſten, ear. | 
Biron. | Aſide.] Now in thy likeneſs, one more fool, 
appear 5 
Long. Ay me! I am forſworn. 
Biron, Aſide.] Why, he comes in like a perjure, 
| wearing papers. 15055 
King. LAſide.] In love, I hope; ſweet fellowſhip in 
ſname! | MD , 0 
Biron. | Aſide.] One drunkard loves another of the 
name, = | 


128 [ Aide.) Am I the firſt, that have been perjur'd 
oy | os ee * 


Biron. [ Aide. I could put thee in comfort; not by 
two, that I knees: ; 


Thou mak'ſt the triumviry, the corner cap of ſociety, 
The ſhape of love's T'yburn that hangs up ſimplicity. 


Long, | fear, theſe ſtubborn lines lack power to move: 


0 ſweet Maria, empreſs of my love 
Theſe numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 
Biron. [ Aſide.] O, rhimes are guards on wanton 
Cupid's hoſe : 
Disfigure not his flop. | | 
Long, This ſame ſhall go. [Ze reads the Sonnet. 


Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye 
('Gainſt whom the world cannot hold argument) 
Perſuade my heart to this falſe perjury ? 
Vows, for thee broke, deſerve not puniſhment, 
A woman I forſiwore; but, I will prove, 
Thou being a goddeſs, I forfwore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 
Then thou, fair ſun, which on my earth de/t ſhine, 
Exhal'/t this Vapour Vow ; in thee it JS: 
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A green gooſe, a goddeſs: pure, pure idolatry. 


And wretched fool's ſecrets heedfully o'er-eye. 


If broken then, it is no fault of mine; 
If by me broke, What fool is not ſo wiſe, 
To loſe an oath to win a paradiſe ? 


Biron. LAſide.] This is the liver vien, which make; 
fleſh a deity ; 
God amend. us, God amend! we are much out o' th: 
way. 
| Enter DoMAin. 
Long. By whom ſhall I ſend this 2) 


company! ſtay, 


[ Stepping fide, 
Biron. [Afde.] All hid, all hid, an old infant play : 


Like a demy-god here fit I in the iy, 


More ſacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my wiſh; 
Dumain transform'd, four woodcocks in a diſh ! 
Dum. O moſt divine Kate ! 
Biron. O moſt prophane coxcomb ! _ [ Aide, | 
Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 
Biron. By earth, ſhe is not corporal ; there you lie, 


A. he, 
Dum. Her amber hae for foul bath amber coted. 
Biron. An amber- colour'd raven Was well noted. 
[4 de 
Dum. As cbt as the cedar. 5 
Biron. Stoop, I ſay; | 
Her ſhoulder is with child. | 22 
Dum. As fair as day. 


Biron. Ay, as ſome days; but then no ſun mult 


nine. | Aldi. 
Dum. O that I had my wiſh ! 
Long. And I had mine! | Alt. 
King And I mine too, good Lord! _. Alt. 
Biron. Amen, ſo I had mine: Is not that a good 
word? [Ad. 


Dum. I would forget her; but a fever ſhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 

Biron. A fever in your blood! why, then inciſion 
Would let her out in ſaucers ; Sweet miſpriſion! [4 


Dum. Once more I'll read he ode that I have = 
| Us 


LOVE's LABOUR'S LOST, 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can vary wit. 


DUMAiN reads his Sonnet. 


On a day (alack the day ! ) 

Love, whoſe month is ever May, 
Spy'd a bloſſom, paſſmg fair, 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All anſeen, gan paſſage find; 
That the lover, fick to death, 

 Wiſh'd himſelf the heaven's breath, 
Air (quoth he), thy cheeks may blow 3 
Air, would I might triumph ſo ! 

But, alack, my hand is ſworn, 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alach, for youth unmeet; 
Youth fo apt to pluck a ſweet, 

Do not call it fn in me, 
That I am forfeworn for thee : 

Thou, for whom even Jove would fwear, 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 
And deny himſelf for Fovue, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 


This will I ſend ; and ſomething elſe more plain, 
That ſhall expreſs my true love's faſting pain. 
O, would the king, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers too! ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note; 
For none offend, where all alike to dote. 
Long. Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
| That in love's grief deſir'ſt ſociety : 
You may look pale, but I ſhould bluſh, I know 
To be o'er heard, and taken napping ſo. 


King. Come, fir, you bluſh ; as his, your caſe is ſuch; 
[ Commg forward. 


You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love Maria ? Longaville 

Did never ſonnet for her ſake compile ? 

Nor never laid his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving boſom, to keep down his heart? 
| have been cloſely. ſhrowded in this buſh, 
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{ Coming forward. 


And 
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And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 
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And mark'd you both, and for you both did bluſh, 
I heard your guilty rhimes, obſerv'd your faſhion ; 
Saw ſighs reek from you, noted well your patlion : 
Ay me! ſays one; O Jove! the other cries ; 

Her hairs were gold, cryſtal the other's eyes: 

You would for paradiſe break faith and troth; 
[T5 Lone, | 


[To DUMAIN, 
What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 


A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear? 


How will he ſcorn? how will he ſpend his wit ? 


How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? 


For all the wealth that ever I did ſee, 
I would not have him know ſo much by me. 
Biron, Now ſtep I forth to whip hypocriſy.— 


Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me : 


r Coming forward, 


Good heart, what grace haſt thou, thus to reprove 


Theſe worms for loving, that art moſt in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches ;z in your tears, 
There is no certain princeſs that appears ? 
Vou'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing; 
Tuſh, none but minſtrels like of ſonneting. 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o'er-ſhot ? 


. You found his mote; the king your mote did ſee; 5 


But | a beam do find in each of three. 


O, what a ſcene of foolery I have ſeen, 


Of ſighs, of groans, of ſorrow, and of teen 
© me, with what ſtrict patience have I ſat, 

To ſee a king transformed to a knot ! 

To ſee great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Solomon turning a jig, 

And Neſtor play at puſh- pin with the boys, 
And critic Timon laugh at idle toys! 

Where lies thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain ! 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 
And where my liege's ? all about the breaſt : — 
A caudle, ho! 

King. Too bitter is thy Jeſt. 


Are we betray'd thus to thy over- view ? ? 


Birins 
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Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you: 
7, that am honeſt; 1, that hold it fin 
To break the vow I am engaged in; 
I am betray'd by keeping company 
With men like men, of ſtrange inconſtancy. 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in rhime ? 
Or groan, for Joan ? or ſpend a minute's time 
In pruning me? When ſhall you hear, that I 
Will praiſe a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a ſtate, a brow, a breaſt, a waiſt, 
A leg, a lib 
King. Soft; whither away ſo faſt? 
A true man, or a thief, that gallops ſo ? 
Biron, I poſt from love; good lover, let me go. 
Enter JAQUENETTA, and CosTARD. 
Jag. God bleſs the king 
King. What preſent haſt thou there? 
Cot. Some certain treaſon, 
King. What makes treaſon here? 
Cot. Nay, it makes nothing, ſir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The treaſon, and you, go in peace away together. 
Jag. I beſeech your grace, let this letter be read; 
Our parſon miſdoubts it; it was treaſon, he ſaid. 
King. Biron read it over. [He reads the Letter. 
Where hadſt thou it? 
49. Of Coſtard. 
ing. Where hadſt thou it? | 
Got, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now! what is in you? why dolt thou tear it? 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy; your grace needs not 
= it. PO ET 
Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's 
„ Rear it. is f oe 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
Biron, Ah, you whoreſon loggerhead, you were born 
to do me ſhame, — 5 | [To Cos T. 
Guilty my lord, guilty; I confeſs, I confeſs. 
King. What? . 1585 
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make up 
the meſs. 


D-4- He, 


— X — — . — 


8 Loy E's LAHOUR'S LOST. 


He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and J, 

Are pick- purſes in love, and we deſerve to die. 

O, diſmiſs this audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 
"Dum, Now the number is even. 
Biron, True true ; we are four :— 

Will theſe turtles be gone ? 

King. Hence, firs; away. 
Cot Walk aſide the true folk, and Jet the traitor: ſtay. 
Hern Cos r ARD, and 8 
Biron. Sweet lords; ſweet lovers, O let us embrace 
As true we are, as fleſh and blood can be: : 
The fea will ebb and flow, heaven will ſhew his face; 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree : 
We cannot croſs the cauſe why we were born; 
Therefore, of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
thine ? | 
Biron. Did they, quoth you © ? Who ſees the heavenly 
Roſfaline, | 
That, like a rude and ſavage man of Inde, 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous eaſt, 

Bows not his vaſſal head; and, ſtrucken blind, 

Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt ? 

What peremptory eagle ſighted eye 

ares look upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her majeſty? 

King. What zeal, what fury hath inſpir'd thee now? 

My love, her miltreſs, | is a gracious moon; 

She, an attending ſtar, ſcarce ſeen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron: 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night! 

Of all complexions the cull'd ſovereignty - . 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek; 
Where ſeveral worthies make one digaity ; 
Where nothing wants, that want itſelf doth ſeek. 

Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle rongues— 

| Fe, painted rhetorick! O, ſhe needs it not: 
To things of fale a ſeller's praiſe belongs ; 
She paſſes praiſe; then praiſe too ſhort doth blot. 
A wither'd hermit, five-ſcore winter's worn, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye: 3 
| | 3 Beau 7. 
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Beauty doth vaniſh age, as if new born, 
And gives the crutch of cradle's infancy. 
O, 'tis the ſun, that maketh all rhings ſhine ! 
King By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Firm, Is ebony like her? O wood divine! 
| A wife of ſuch wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath? where is a book? 
That 1 may ſwear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that ſhe learn not of her eye to look? 
No face is fair, that is not full ſo black. 
King, O paradox! Black is the badge of hell, 
I) be hue of dungeons, and the ſcow] of night; 
And beauty's creſt becomes the heavens well. 
| Biron, Devils ſooneſt tempt, reſembling ſpirits of light. 
0, if in black my lady's brow be deckt, 
It mourns, that painting, and uſurping hair, 
Should raviſh doters with a falſe aſpect; 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the faſhion of the days; 
For native blood is counted painting now: 
And therefore red, that would avoid diſpraiſe, 
Paints itſelf black, to imitate her brow. 
Dum. To look like her, are chimney ſweepers black. 
Long. And, ſince her time, are colliers counted bright, 
King, And Ethiops of their.{weet complexion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light, 
Biron, Your miſtreſſes dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours ſhouid be waſh'd away. 
King, *T were good, yours did; for, fir, to tell you plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not waſh'd to-day. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till doom's-day here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſhe, 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuff ſo dear. 
Long. Look, here” s thy love; ; my foot and her face 
ſee. [ Shewing his Shoe. 
Biron, O, if the ſtreets were paved with thine eyes, 
Her feet wete too much dainty for ſuch tread ! 
Dum. O vile! then as ſhe goes, what upward lies 
The ftreet ſhould fee as ſhe walk'd over head. 
King, But what of this? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron, Nothing fo ſure; and thereby all forſworn. 
King. 
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King, Then leave this chat; ; and, good Biron, now 
prove | 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. Ay, marry, there :—ſome flattery for this evil. 
Long. O, ſome authority how to proceed; 


Some tricks, ſome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 


Dum. Some ſalve for perjury. 

Biron. O, 'tis more than need !— 
Have at you then, affection's men at arms: 
Conſider, what you firſt did ſwear unto ;— 
To faſt, to ſtudy, — and to ſee no woman ;— _ 
Flat treaſon gainſt the kiugly ſtate of youth. 
Say, can you faſt? your ſtomachs are too young; 
And abſtinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy, lords, 


In that each of you hath forſworn his book: 
Can you ſtill dream, and pore, and thereon look? 


For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 


Have found the ground of ſtudy' s excellence, 


Without the beauty of a woman's face? 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They are the ground, the book, the academes, 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean fire, 


Why, univerſal plodding priſons up 


The nimble (pirits in the arteries ; 
As motion, and long-during action, tires 
The ſinewy vigour of the traveller. 


Nov, for not looking on a woman's face, 
You have in that forſworn the uſe of eyes; 
And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow : 


For where is any author in the world, 
Teaches ſuch beauty as a woman's eye? 
Learning is but an adjun to ourſelf, 
And where we are, our learning likewiſe is. 


Then, when ourſelves we ſec in ladies' eyes, 


Do we not likewiſe ſee our learning there? 

O, we have made a vow to ſtudy, lords ; 
And i in that vow we have forſworn our books: 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden contemplation, have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes | 
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Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ? 
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain 
And therefore finding barren practiſers, 

Scarce ſhew a harveſt of a heavy toil : 

But, love, firſt learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain; 

But with the motion of all elements, 

Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious ſeeing to the eye. 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 

A lover's ear will hear the loweſt ſound, 

When the ſuſpicious head of thef? is ſtopp'd : 
Love's feeling is more ſoft, and ſeniible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled ſnails ; 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in taſte : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Heſperides ? 

Subtle as ſphinx ; as ſweet, and muſieal, _ 
As bright Apollo's lute, ſtrung with his hair; 
And, when love ſpeaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowſy with the harmony. 

Never durſt poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's ſighs; 
O, then his lines would raviſh ſavage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They ſparkle {till the right Promethean fire; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world ; 
Elſe, none at all in aught proves excellent: 

Then fools you were, theſe women to forſwear ; 
Or, keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools. 
For wiſdom's ſake, a word that all mea love; 

Or for love's ſake, a word that loves all men: 

Or for men's ſake, the authors of theſe women; 
Or women's ſake, by whom we men are men; 
Let us once loſe our oaths, to find ourſelves, 

Or elſe we loſe ourſelves to keep our oaths ; 

It is religion, to be thus forſworn: 
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For charity itſelf fulfils the law ; 
And who can ſever love from charity ? 
King. Saint Cupid, then! and, ſoldiers, to the field 
Biron. Advance your ſtandards, and upon them lords; 
Pell-mell, down with them! but be firſt advis'd, 
In conflict that you get the fun of them. 
Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay theſe glozes by : 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe girls of France? 
King. And win them too: therefore let us deviſe 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. Firſt, from the park let us conduct chem bither; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair miſtreſs: in the afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime folace them. 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape; 
For revels, dances, maſks, and merry hours, | 
Fore-run fair love, ſtrewing her way with flowers, 
King. Away, away! no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron. Allons ] allons ! Sow'd cockle reap'd no corn; 
And juſtice always whirls in equal meaſure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forſworn ; 
If fo, our _ dos be no better trenlure. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE "1 


The Street. Enter HoLOFERNES, NATHANIEL, and 
e Dor. 


Hol. 


Satis quod ſufficit, 


Nath, I praiſe God for you, fir : your reaſons at dinner 
have been ſharp and ſententious; pleaſant without ſcur- 
rility, without affection, audacious without impudency, 
learned without opinion, and ſtrange without hereſy. I 
did converſe this guondam day with a companion of the 
king's, who is intituled, nominated, or called, Don Ad- 
riano de Armado. 

Hol. Novi hominen tanquam te : His humour is lofty, 

his diſcourſe peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye ambi- 
tious, 


LOVE's LABOUR'S LOST. $9 


tious, his gait majeſtical, and his general behavour vain, 
ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is too picked, too ſpruce, 
too affected, too odd, as it were; too peregrinate, as I 
may call it. | | | | | 
Nath. A. moſt ſingular and choice epithet. 
| [ Draws out a Table- Boo. 
Hol. He draweth . out the thread of his verbolity finer 
than the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical 
phantaſms, ſuch inſociable and point-divine companions : 
ſuch rackers of orthography, as to ſpeak, dout, fine, when 
he ſhould ſay, doubt; det, when he ſhould pronounce, 
debt; d, e, b, t; not, d, e, t: he clepeth a calf, cauf; 
half, hauf; neighbour, vocatur, nebour; neiph, abbre- 
viated, ne: This is abhominable (which he would call a- 
bominable), it inſinuateth me of inſanie; Ne intelligis, 
domine © to make frantick, lunatick ? Sn 
Nath. Laus deo, bono ; intelligo. | [1 
Hol. Bone? bone, for bene © Priſcian a little ſcratch'd; ö 4 
"twill ſerve. | Os | 
Enter ARMADo, MoTH, and CosTARD. 
Nath. Videſne quis venit ? 


Hol. Video, & gaudeo. | 1 
Arm. Chirra! TJ 
Hol. Quare Chirra, not firrah ? 1 + "$13 


Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd, . 78 
Hol. Moſt military fir, falutation. 9 
Moth. They have been at a great feaſt of languages, 
and ſtol'n the ſcraps- [To Cor ARD de. 
Cot. O, they have liv'd long on the alms-baſket of 
words! I marvel, thy maſter hath not eaten thee for a 
word; for thou art not ſo long by the head as honorifica- 
| bilitudinitatibus e thou art eaſier ſwallowed than a flap- 
dragon. 0 
Moth. Peace: the peal begins. 
Arm. Monſieur, are you not letter'd ? 
Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-book : 
What is a, b, ſpelt backward with a horn on his head? 
| Hol Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. "a 
Moth. Ba, moſt filly ſheep, with a horn: — Lou hear | 1.41 
his learning. OY | | l j 
Hel. Quis, quis, thou conſonant ? 
| 8 Aoth. 
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Moth. The third of the fire vowels, if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, if I. 
Hol. J will repeat them, a, e, i.— 
Moth. The ſheep: the other two concludes it; o, u. 
Arm. Now, by the ſalt wave of the Mediterraneum, 
a ſweet touch, a quick venew of wit: ſnip, ſnap, quick 
and home; it rejoiceth my intellect : true wit. | 
Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man; which is wit- 
old. 
Hol. What is the fi igure | ? what i is the figure r 

Moth. Horns. 5 

Hol. Thou diſputeſt like an infant: go, whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will 
whip about your infamy circum circd; a gig of a cuck- 
old's horn! 
Of. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
ſhou!dſt have it to buy ginger-bread : hold, there is the 
very remuneration I had of thy maſter, thou half-penny 
purſe of wit, thou pigeon-egg of diſcretion. O, an the 
heavens were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert but my baſtard '_ 
what a Joyful father wouldſt thou make me? Go to; 
thou haſt it ad dunghill, at the finger's ends, as they ſay. 
Hol. Oh, I ſmell falſe Latin; dungill for wguem:. 

Arm. Arts-man, preambula ; we will be ſingled from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge- 
houſe on the top of the mountain ? 

Hol. Or, mons the hill. 

Arm. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the x mountain. 

Hol. I do, ſans queſtion. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's moſt ſweet pleafure Wo af. 
fection, to congratulate the princeſs at her pavilion, in 
the poſteriors of this day; which the rude multitude call, 
the afternoon. 

Hol. The poſterior of the day, moſt gencrous fir, is 
liable, congruent, and meafurable for the afternoon : the 
word is well cull'd, choſe ; ſweet and apt, I do aſſure you, 
fir, I do aſſure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my fa- 
miliar, I do aſſure you, very good friend:— For what i: 
inward between us, let it paſs :t—T do beſeech thee, re- 
member thy courtely rl. beſcech thee, apparel thy Aon 

Lan 
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and among other importunate and moſt ſerious deſigns, 
and of great import indeed, too; — but let that paſs : — 
for I muſt tell thee, it will pleaſe his grace (by the world) 
ſometime to lean upon my poor ſhoulder ; and with his 
royal finger, thus, dally with my excrement, with my 
muſtachio : but, ſweet heart, let that paſs. By the world, 
1 recount no fable; ſome certain ſpecial honours it pleaſeth 
his greatneſs to impart to Armado, a ſoldier, a man of 
travel, that hath ſeen the world: but let that paſs. —— 
The very all of all is. but, ſweet heart, I do implore 
ſecrecy, that the king would have me preſent the prin- 
ceſs, ſweet chuck, with ſome delightful oſtentation, or 
ſhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work, Now, under- 
ſtanding that the curate, and your ſweet ſelf, are good at 
ſuch eruptions, and ſudden breakings out of mirth, as it 
were, I have acquainted you withal, to the end to crave 
your aſſiſtance. | 


Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine worthies. 


—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning ſome entertainment of time, 


ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be render*d by 
aſſiſtance, — at the king's command; and this moſt gallant, 


illuſtrate, and learned gentleman,—before the princeſs; 1 


ſay, none ſo fit as to preſent the nine worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
preſent them: 
Hol. Joſhua, yourſelf ; myſelf, or this gallant gentle- 
man, Judas Maccabzus ; this ſwain, becauſe of his great 
uh or joint, ſhall paſs Pompey the great ; the page, Her- 
cules, : 


Hol. Pardon, ſir, error : he is not quantity enough for 


that worthy's thumb: he is not ſo big as the end of his 


Hol. Shall I have audience? he ſhall preſent Hercules 


in minority: his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangling a ſnake; 
and I will have an apology for that purpoſe. 

Moth. An excellent device! fo, if any of the audience 
hiſs, you may cry; well done, Hercules I now thou cruſhe/t 
the ſnake ! that is the way to make an offence: gracious z 
though few have the grace to do it. | 

Arm. For the reſt of the worthies ? — 

Hol. I will play three myſelf, 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! 


Arm. 
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Arm. Shall I tell you a thiog ? 
Hol. We attend. | 
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antick. 1 
beſeech you, follow. 5 
3 Hol. Via, goodman Dull! thou haſt ſpoken no word 
all this while. - 8 a 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither, fir, 
Hol. Allons ! we will employ thee. 
Dull. Ill make one in a dance, or ſo: or I will play 
on the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance the hay. 
Hol. Meft dull, honeſt Dull, to our ſport, away. 
| [ES xetnt, 


es 


SCENE II. 
Before the Princeſs's Pavillion. Enter Princeſs, and 
Bs „ YT. = 


Prin. Sweer hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in: Es 

A lady wall'd about with diamonds !— 

Look you, what I have from the loving king. 

Rof. Madam, came nothing elle along with that ? 

Prin. Nothing but this? yea, as much love in rhime, 

As would be cramm'd up in a ſheet of paper, 

Writ on both ſides the leaf, margent and all ; 

That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's name. 

Roſe That was the way to make his god-head wax; 

For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 
Kath. Ay, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Roſ. You'll ne'er be friends, with him; he kill'd your 

ſiſter. . 1 5 
Kath. He made her melancholy, ſad, and heavy; 

And ſo ſhe died: had ſhe been light, like you, 

Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring ſpirit, 

She might have been a grandam ere ſhe dy'd : 

And ſo may you; for a light heart lives long. 

Ref. What's your dark meaning, mouſe, of this light 

word? g . 
Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Roſ. We need more light to find your meaning * K 
7 | GI 
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Kath. You'll mar the light, by taking it in ſnuff; 
Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 
Roſ. Look, what you do, you do it {till i' the dark. 
Kath. So do not you ; for you are a light wench. 
Ry. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore light. 
Kath. You weigh me not,—O, that's, you care not for 
me. 
Ryſ. Great reaſon ; for, Paſt cure is ſtill paſt care. 
Prin. Well bandied both; a ſet of wit well play'd. 
But Roſaline, you have a favour too: e 
Who ſent it? and what is it? 
'Reſ. 1 would, you knew: 
An if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great; be witneſs this, 
Nay, I have verſes too, I thank Biron: 
The numbers true; and, were the numb'ring too, 
l were the faireſt goddeſs on the ground: 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Prom. Any thing igx ee 
Ry. Much, in the letters; nothing, in the praiſe, 
Prin, Beauteous as ink ; a good concluſion, 
Kath, Fair as a text Bin a copy book, 


Ry. Ware pencils ! How? let me not die your debtor, 


My red dominical, my golden letter: 
O, that your face were not ſo full of O's! 

Kath. Pox of that jeſt! - and I beſhrew all throws. 

Prin. But what was ſent to you from fair Dumain? 

Kath, Madam, this glove. | tc 

Prin. Did he not ſend you twain ? 

Kath, Yes, madam ; and moreover, 

Some thouſand verſes of a faithful lover: 
A huge tranſlation of hypocriſy, He 
Vitely compil'd, profound ſimplicity. — 
ar, This, and theſe pearls, to me ſent Longaville; 
he letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no leſs Doſt thou not wiſh in heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter ſhort ? 
Mar. Ay, or I would theſe hands might never part. 

Prin. We are wiſe girls, to mock our lovers ſo. 

Roſ. They are worſe Role to purchaſe RED 

| at 
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That fame Biron I'll torture ere I go - 
O, that I knew he were but in by the week 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek; 
And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal wit in bootleſs rhimes; ; 
And ſhape his ſervice all to my beheſts; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jeſs! 
So portent like would 1 o'erſway his ſtate, 
'T hat he ſhould be my fool, and [ his fate. 

Prin. None are fo ſurely caught, when they are catch'd, 
As wit turn'd fool : folly, in wiſdom hatch'd, 
Hath wifdom's warrant, and the help of ſchool ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Roſ. The blood of youth burns not with ſuch excels; 
As gravity's revolt to wantonneſs. 
Mar. F olly | in fools bears not ſo ſtrong a note, 
As foolery in the wiſe, when wit doth dote; 
Since all the power thereof 1 it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in ſimplicity. 


Enter BovET. 


Prin. Here comes Boyet, amd mirth is in his face. 
Boyet. O, I am ſtabb'd with laughter Where's her 
grace? 
Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare! 
An wenches, arm !—encounters mounted are 
Againſt your peace : Love doth approach diſguis'd, 
Armed in arguments; you'll be ſurpris'd: 
Muſter your wits; ſtand in your own defence; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Dennis to St. Cupid! What are they, 
That charge their breath againſt us? ſay, ſcout, ſay, 
Boyet, Under the cool ſhade of a ſycamore, 

I thought to cloſe my eyes ſome half an hour: 

When, lo! to interrupt my purpos'd reſt, 

Toward that ſhade [ might behold addreſt 

The king and his companions : warily 

I ſtole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you ſhall overhear ; 

That, and by, diſguis'd they will be here, _ 
| Thar 
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Their herald is a pretty knaviſh page, ES 
That well by heart hath conn'd his embaſſage: 

Action, and accent, did they teach him there; 

Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy body bear e 

And ever and anon they made a doubt, 

Preſence majeſtical would put him out ; 

Fir, quoth the king, an angel ſhalt thou ſee ; 

Yet fear not thou, but ſpeak audaciouſly : 

The boy reply'd, An angel is not evil; 

I hould have fear'd her, had jhe been a devil. 


With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder \ 
Making the bold wag by their praiſes bolder. _ 4 
One rubb'd his elbow, thus; and fleer'd, and ſwore, 194 
A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before: ; | 

Another, with his finger and his thumb, i 


Cry'd, Via / we will do't, come what will come: | 

The third he caper'd, and cry'd, Al goes well: | 111 

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. ö | 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 1 x] 

With ſuch a zealous laughter, ſo profound, 

That in this ſpleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly, paſſion's ſolemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? | 4 
Boyet, They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 11} 

1 


Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians: as I gueſs, 

Their purpoſe is, to parle, to court, and dance: 

And every one his love-feat will advance 

Unto his ſeveral miſtreſs ; which they'll know. 

By favours ſeveral, which they did beſtow. & 
Prin. And will they fo? the gallants ſhall be taſk'djw 1 

For, ladies, we will every one be matk'd; | 

And not a man of them ſhall have the grace, 

Deſpight of ſuit, to ſee a lady's face, — _ 

Hold, Rofaline, this favour thou ſhalt wear; 1 
And then the king will court thee for his dear: | 1 

Hold, take thou this, my ſweet, and give me thine „ A 

So (hall Biron take me for Roſaline.— ö | 

And change your favours too; ſo ſhall your loves | 15 

Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe removes. | W 
Ry. Come on then; wear the favours moſt in ſight, | 
Kath, But, in this changing, what is your intent? 

my | ES: Prin, | 
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Prin. The effect of my intent is, to croſs theirs : | 
'They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their ſeveral counſels they unboſom ſhall 
To loves miſtook ; and fo be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occaſion that we meet, 
With viſages diſplay'd, to talk, and greet. 
| _ KRof. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire us to't ? 
Prin. N o; to the death, we will not move a foot : 
Nor to their penn'd ſpeech render we no grace ; 
But, while 'tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 
Beyet. Why, that contempt will Kill the ſpeaker's heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
Prin. Therefore I doit; and, IJ make no doubt, 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if by be out. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own: 
So ſhall we ſtay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with ſhame. Sound 
Boyet. The trumpet _ be maſk'd, the maſkers 
come. [The Ladies maſ, 


Enter the King, BiroN, LONGAVELLE, and DUMAIX, 
diſguiſed lite Muſcovites; Mota with muſic, &c. 


Moth. All hail, the richeſt beauties on the earth] 
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 
Mot h. A holy parcel of the faireſt dames, 
[ The Ladies turn their Backs to Jew 

a That ever turn'd their bacts to mortal views. 

Biron, Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Fe Math. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views ! 

ut — 

Beyet. True; out, indeed. 

Moth.” Out of your favours, beavenl Diries, vou fe 
Not to behold. — 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue: 

Math: Once to behold with your ſun-beamed , eyes, 
With your ſun-beamed eyes—. 

Boeyet. They will not anſwer to that epithet ; : 
You were beſt call it Eaughtar-heammed eyes. 


Moth 
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Math. They do not mark me; and that brings me out, 
Biron. Is this your perfectneſs? be gone, you rogue. 
Ro. What would theſe ſtrangers? know their minds, 

Boyet: 
I they do ſpeak our language, tis our will 
That ſome plain man recount their purpoſes : 
Know what they would. ES 
Biyet. What would you with the princeſs ? 
Biron, Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation. 
Ri. What would they, ſay they? 
Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation. 
Ry. Why, that they have; and bid them ſo be gone, 
Boyet. She ſays, you have it, and you may be gone, 
King. Say to her, we have meaſur'd many miles, 
To tread a meaſure with her on this graſs, 5 
Beyet. They ſay, that they have meaſur'd many a mile, 

| To tread a meaſure with you on this graſs. f 

| Reſ. It is not ſo: Aſk them, how many inches 

Is in one mile: if they have meaſur'd many, 

The meaſure then of one is eaſily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have meaſur'd miles, 

And many miles; the princeſs bids you tell, 

How many inches do fill up one mile. 4%; 
Biron. Tell her, we meaſure them by weary ſteps. : 1 
Boyet. She hears herſelf. | | 
Rof. How many weary ſteps, | 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 'P 

| Are number'd in the travel of one mile ? | 
Biron. We number nothing that we ſpend for you; 

Our duty is ſo rich, ſe infinite, | 

That we may do it ſtill without accompt. 6 

Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 91g 

That we, like ſavages, may worſhip it, 1 i 
Roſ. My face is but a moon, and clouded too, FR 
King. Bleſſed are clouds, to do as ſuch clouds do! Wi 

Vouchfafe, bright moon, and theſe thy ſtars, to ſhine = Be 

(Thoſe clouds remov'd} upon our watery eyne, ME 
Rf. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter; I 

Thou now requeſt'ſt but moon-ſhine in the water. || 
King, Then in our meaſure do but vouchſafe one change: 1 

Thou bid'ſt me beg; this begging is not ſtrange. ; 
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Roſ. Play, muſic, then: Nay, you muſt do it ſoon, 
Not yet no dance: thus change I like the moon. 
King, Will you not dance? How come you thus cf. 
trang'd? 
Roſ. You took the moon at full; but now ſhe's chapg'd. 
King. Yet ſtill ſhe is the moon, and I the man, 
The mufick plays; vouchſafe ſome motion to it. 
Roſ. Our ears vouchſafe it. 
King. But your legs ſhould do it. 
Ref. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice: take hands; —we will not dance. 
King. Why take your hands then? 
R/. Only to part friends: — 
Court'ſy, ſweet hearts; and fo the meaſure ends. 
King. More meaſure of this meaſure; be not nice. 
Roſ. We can afford no more at ſuch a price. 
King. Prize yourſelves then; What buys your com- 
any? | 
Ref. | Your abſence only. 
King. That can never be. i 
Ne. Then cannot we be bought: And ſo adicu; 
Twice to your vifor, and half once to you! 
King. It you deny to dance, let s hold more chat. 
 Rof. In private then. 
King. I am beſt pleas'd with that. 
Biron, White-handed miſtreſs, one ſweet word with 
' thee, 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and ſugar; there is three. 
Biron. Nay then, two treys (an if you grow fo nice), 
Metheglin, wort, and malmſey; — Well run, dice! 
There's half a dozen ſweets. 
Prin. Seventh ſweet, adieu! 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in ſecret. 
Prin, Let it not be ſweet. 
Biron. Thou griev'ſt my gall, 
Prin. Gall? bitter. 
Biron. Therefore meet. 
Dum. Will you vouchſafe with 1 me to o change a word! 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair lady.— 


7 
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Mar. Say you ſo ? fair lord, — 
Take that for your fair lady. 
Dum. Pleaſe it you, 
As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 
Kath. What, was your viſor made without a tongue? 
Long. I know the reaſon, lady, why you alk. 
Kath. O, for your reaſon ! quickly, Sir; I long. 
Ling. You have a double tongue within your maſk, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs viſor half, 
Kath. 2 quoth the Dutchman ;—Is not veal a 
calt ? ; 


Long. A calf, fair lady? . | 7 
Kath, No, a fair lord calf. | 


Long, Let's part the word, 
Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 
Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox. 
Long. Look, how you butt yourlelt in theſe ſharp 
mocks ! 
Will you give horas, chaſte lady? do not fo. 
Kath. Thendiea calf, before your horas do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat ſoftly then, the butcher hears you cry. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor's edge inviſible, 
| Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be ſeen ; 
Above the ſenſe of ſenſe : ſo ſenſible 
Seemeth their conference; their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, ſwifter things. 
Roſ. Not one word more, my maids; break off, break 
off. 
Biron, By heaven, all 5 beaten with pure ſcoff! 
King. Farewel, mad wenches; you have ſimple wits. 
[ Exeunt King, and Lords. 
Prim. Twenty adleus, my frozen Muſcovites, — | 
Are theſe the breed of wits ſo wondred at? 


"_- Tapers they are, with your ſweet breaths puff d — 


Out. 


Ref. Well liking wits they have ; groſs, roſs ; ; far, : | 4. 


fat. 
Prin, O poverty in wit, kingly- poor ſtout ! 


Will they not, think you, hang themſelves to- night? 
| E 4 Or 
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Or ever, but in viſors, ſhew their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of countenance quite, 
Ro. O! they were all in lamentable caſes ! 
The king was weeping ripe for a good word. 
Prin, Biron did ſwear himſelf out of all ſuit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my ſervice, and his ſword : 
No, point, quoth I; my ſervant ſtraight was mute. 
Kath. Lord Longaville ſaid, I came o'er his heart 3 
And trow you, what he calbd me? 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Kath. Yes, in good faith, 
Prin. Go, ſickneſs as thou art! 
Ryſ. Well, better wits have worn plain ſtatute- caps. 
But will you hear ? the king is my love ſworn, 
Prin, And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Kath, And Longaville was for my ſervice born. 
Mar. Domain is mine, as ſure as bark on tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty miltreſſes, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here | 


In their own ſhapes; for it can never be, 


They will digeſt this harſh aun. 

Prin. Will they return? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows "I 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like {ſweet roſes in this ſummer air, 

Prin. How, blow? how blow? ſpeak to be under- 

ſtood. 


Biron. Feir ladies, maſk'd, are » roles | in their bud; 


Diſmaſk'd, their damaſk ſweet commixture ſhewn, 


Are angels vailing clouds, or roſes blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What ſhall we do, 
If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 


Let's mock them ſtill, as well known, as diſguis'd: 


Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Diſguis'd like Muſcovites, in ſhapeleſs gear; 
And wonder, what they were; and to what end 
Their ſhallow ſhows, and prologue vilely penn'd, 
And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, 

Should be preſented at our tent to us, 
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Bieyet. Ladies withdraw; the gallants are at hand. 
Prim Whip to our dente, as roes run o'er the land. 
LExeunt Ladies, 


Enter the King, "Pant LONGAVILLE, and Dux Alx, 
in their own Habits. 


King, Fair fir, God ſave you! Where's the princeſs? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent: Pleaſe it your . 
Command me any ſervice to her ? | 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word, 
Boyet. I will; and ſo will ſhe, 1 know, wy lord. 


Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas; 
And utters it again, when Jove doth pleaſe : 
He is wit's pedlar; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and waſlels, meetings, markets, fairs; 
And we that fell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow, 
This gallant pins the wenches on his ſleeve ; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve: 
He can carve too, and liſp: Why, this is he, 
That kiſs'd away his hand in courteſy; 
This is the ape of form, monſieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms; nay, he can ſing 
A mean moſt meanly ; and, in uſhering, 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him, ſweet ; 
The ſtairs, as he treads on them, kiſs his feet: 
This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his teeth as white as whale his bone — 
And conſciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King, A bliſter on his ſweet tongue, with my heart, 
That put Armado's page out of his part! 


Enter the Princeſs, Ros AL IN MARIA, KATHARINE, 


BoyET, and Attendants, 


FI See, where it comes! — Behaviour, what wert 
thou, 


Till this mad man ſhew' d thee? and what art thou now? 


King, 


LExit. 
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King, Allhail, ſweet madam, and fair time of day 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Conſirue my ſpeeches better, if you may, 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to viſit you ; and purpoſe now 
Io lead you to our court: vouchſafe it then. 
Prin. This field ſhall hold me; and ſo hold your yow. 
Nor God, nor 1, delight in perjur'd men. 
King. Rebüke me not for that which you provoke; 
The virtue of your eye mult break my oath. 
Prin, You nick-name virtue; vice you ſhould have 
ſpoke; 
For virtve's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unſully'd lily, I proteſt, 
A world of torments though I ſhould/endure, 
I would not yield to be your houſe's gueſt : 
So much | hate a breaking cauſe to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in deſolation here, 
Unſeen, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Not ſo, my lord; it is not fo, I ſwear; 
We have had paſtime here, and pleaſant game; 
A meſs of Ruſſians left us but of late. 
King. How, madam ? Ruſſians? 
Prin, Ay, in truth, my lord; | 
Trim pallants, full of courtſhip, and of ſtate, 
| Ros, Madam, ſpeak true :—It is not ſo, my lord; 
My lady (to the manner of theſe days), 
In courteſy, gives undeſerving praiſe. 
We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Rufſian habit: here they ſtaid an hour, 
And talk'd apace; and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bleſs us with one happy word. 
dare not call them fools; but this I think, 
When they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This jeſt is dry to me.— Fair, gentle, ſweet, 
'Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh : when we greet 
With eyes beſt ſeeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we loſe light : Your capacity 8 
a 5 : 
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Is of that nature, that to your huge ſtore 
Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 
Ros. This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my eye, — 
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch words from my tongue. 
Biron. O, I am yours, and all that 1 poſſeſs. 
Ros. All the fool mine? 
Biron. I cannot give you leſs. 
Ros. Which of the viſors was it, that you wore ? 
Biron. Where? when? what viſor? why demand you 
this? 
Ros, There, then, that viſor ; that ſuperfluous caſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew d the better face. 
King. We are deſcry'd; they'll mock us now down- 
right. 5 
Dum. Let us confeſs, and turn it to a jeſt. 
Prin. Amaz'd, my lord? Why looks your bighneſs 
{ad ? | 
Ros, Help, hold his brows! he'll ſwoon ! Why look 
you pale? 
Sea-ſick, I think, coming from Muſcovy. 
Biron. Thus pour the ſtars down plagues for perj ury. 
Can any face of braſs hold longer out? — 
Here ſtand I, lady; dart thy {kill at me; 
Bruiſe me with ſcorn, confound me with a float; - 
Thruſt thy ſharp wit quite through my ignorance 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 
And I will wiſh thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ruſſian habit wait, 
O! never will I truſt to ſpeeches penn'd, - 
Nor to the motion of a ſchool-boy's tongue; 
Nor never come in viſor to my friend; 
Nor woo in rhime, like a blind harper” s ſong: 
Taffata phraſes, ſilken terms preciſe, 
Three-pil'd hyperboles, ſpruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical ; theſe ſummer-flies 
Have blown me full of maggor oftentation : 
I do forſwear them: and I here proteſt, 
By this white glove (how white the hand, God 
knows fu 
| Hence” 


|| 
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Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſs'd 
In ruſlet yeas, and honeſt kerſey noes : 

And to begin, wench,—ſo God help me, la !— 

My love to thee is ſound, ſans crack or flaw, 
Ros. Sans s ANs, I pray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick F 
Ofth e old rage :—bear with me, I am ſick; 
I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us ſee ;— 
Write, Lord have mercy on us, on thoſe three 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; ; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes ; 
Theſe lords are viſited ; you are not free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do ] ſee, 

Prin. No, they are free, that gave theſe tokens to us, 

Biron. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 
Ke. It is not ſo; for how can this be true, 

That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue ? > 

Biron. Peace; for I will not have to do with you. 

Ro. Nor mall not, if I do as I intend, 

Biron. Speak for yourſelves, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach us, ſweet madam, for our rude tranſ- 

greſſion 

Some fair excuſe. 

Prin. The faireſt is confeſſion, 

Were you not here, but even now, diſguis d? 

King. Madam, I Was. 

Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 

King, I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whiſper in your lady's ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did reſpect her. 

Prin, When ſhe ſhall challenge ns, * will reject 

her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath broke once, you force not to forſwear. 
King. Deſpiſe me, when I break this oath of mine, 
Prin. Iwill; and therefore keep it: ; —Roſaline. 

What did the Ruſſian whiſper in your ear? 

Ro. Madam he ſwore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-ſight; and did value me 


Above 
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Above this world: adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my lover. 
prin. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 
Moſt honourably doth uphold his word. 
King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my troth, 
I never ſwore this lady ſuch an oath. 
Roſ. By heaven, you did; and to confirm it plain 
You gave me this: but take it, fir, again. 
King. My faith and this, the princeſs I did give; 
I knew her by this jewel on her ſleeve, | 
Prin. Pardon me, ſir, this jewel did ſhe wear; 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear: 
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ? 
Biron. Neither of either; [ remit both twain, w 
J ſee the trick on't ;—Here was a conſent 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment), 
To dah it like a Chriſtmas comedy: 
Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man, ſome light zany, 
Some mumble-news, ſome trencher-knight, ſome Dick, — 
That ſmiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick | 
To make my lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd, — 
Told our intents before: which once diſclos'd, 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
Following the ſigns, woo'd but the ſign of ſhe. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 
We are again forſworn; in will, and error. | 
Much upon this it is: —And might not you [To Boyer, 
Foreſtal our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the ſquier, 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And ſtand between her back, fir, and the fire, 
Folding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our page out: Go, you are allow'd ; 
Die when you will, a {mock ſhall be your ſhroud. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden ſword. 
Boyet, Full merrily 
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron, Lo, he is tilting ſtraight ! Peace, I have done. 


Enter 


66 LOVE's LABOUR's Lost. 


Enter CoOsTARD. 


| Welcome, pure wit! thou parteſt a fair fray. 

Cot. O Lord, fir, they would know, 

Whether the three worthies ſhall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cot. No, fir; but it is very fine, 
For every one preſents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

_ Coft, Not fo, ſir; under correction, fir; I hope „ it is 

not ſo . 
Jou cannot beg us, fir, I can aſſure you, br; we know 
what we know : 

I hope, fir, three times thrice, fir, —— 

Birou. Is not nine. 

C. Under correction, fir, we » kaow whereuati! it Goth 
amount. 

Biron. By Jove, 1 always took three three s for nine 

Ct. © Lord, fir, it were pity you mould get your 
living by reckoning, tir. 

N How much is it? 

O Lord, fir, the parties themſelves, the actors 
ſir, "Vin ſhew wereuntit it doth amount: for my own part, 
I am,” as they ſay, but to parfe&t one man in one poor 
man; Pompion the great, fir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Coft. It pleaſed them, to think me worthy of Pompion 
the great: for mine own part, I know not the degree of 
the worthy ; but 1 am to ſtand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Coſt. We vill turn it hnely off, fir; we will take ſome 


care. 
King. Biron, they will name us, let them not ap- 
| proach, [Enter COSTARLD 
Biron. We are ſhame-proof, my lord: and *tis fome 
policy 
To have one ſhow worſe than the king's and his com- 
pany. 


King. I ſaw, they ſhall not come. 
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you now 


That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how: _ 
Where 


LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 67 


Where zeal ſtrives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it preſents, 
There form confounded makes moſt form in mirth; 
When great things labovring periſh in their birth. 
Biron, A right deſcription of our {port, my lord. 


Enter ARM ADO. 


| Arm, Anointed, 1 implore ſo much expence of thy 
royal ſweet breath as will utter a brace of words. 


[Converſes apart with the King. 


Prin. Doth this man ſerve God ? 

Biron. Why aik you? 

Prin. He ſpeaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, ſweet, honey monarch : 
for, 1 proteſt, the ſchool maſter is exceeding tantaſtical; 


too, too vain ; too, too vain : But we will put it, as they ſay, 


to fortuna della guerra. I wiſh you the peace of mind, 
moſt royal couplement ! e 


King. Here is like to be a good preſence of worthies: 


He preſents Hector of Troy; the ſwain, Pompey the 


great; the pariſh-curate, Alexander; Armado's page, 
Hercules; the pedant, Judas Maccabzus. 
And if theſe four worthies in their firſt ſhow thrive, : 


Theſe four will change habits, and preſent the other five. 
Biron. There is five in the firlt ſhow, 
King. You are deceiv'd, tis not fo, 


iron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- prief, the 
fool, and the boy :— 


A bare throw at novum; and the whole world again, 
Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in his vein. 
King. The ſhip is under ſail, and here ſhe comes amain. 
' [Pageant of the Nine Mortbies. 


Enter CosrarD, for Pompey. 


(of. I Pompey am, 
Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 
Ct. I Pompey am, 
Hoyet. With libbard's head on Ade 


Biron. Well ſaid, old mocker ; 1 muſt nceds be friends 
with thee. 


Gf, J 2 am, Panhey furnamed the big, — 


Dum. 


4 . —— 
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Dum. The great. | 

Coſt. It is great, fir ;— Pompey ſurnam'd the great ; 
That oft in field, with targe and ſhield, did make my fee to 

ſweat : 

And travelling along this coaſt, I here am come by chance ; 
And lay my arms before the legs of this ſweet laſs of France. 
If your ladyſhip would ſay, Thanks, Pompey, I had done. 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cot. Tis not ſo much worth: but, I hope, Was per- 
fect: I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron, My hat toa half-penny, Pompey proves the beſt 
worthy. 


Enter NATHANIEL, 'for Alexander, 


| Nath. When in the world TI liv'd, I was the world'; 
commander : 


By eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 1 foread my conquering 
might: 
My [cutcheon plain declares, that Jam Alijander, 
Boyet. Your noſe lays, no, you are not; for it ſtand; 


too right. 
Biron. Your noſe ſmells, 5 in this moſt tender-ſmell 
ing-knight. 
Prin. The conqueror is diſmay'd : Proceed, good 
Alexander. 


Nath. When in the world 1 liv 'l, 1 was the world's 

commander — | 

Boyet. Moſt true, *tis right; you were ſo, Aliſander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, ” 

Coſt. Your ſervant, and Coſtard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali 

ſander. 

Coſt. O, fir, you have en Aliſander the con- 
queror! [Tos NAT H.] You will be ſcraped out of the 
painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds his poll-ax 

| fitting on a cloſe- ſtool, will be given to A- jax; he will 
then be the ninth worthy, A conqueror, and afeard to 
ſpeak! run away for ſhame, Aliſander. (Exit NATH-) 
There, an't ſhall pleafe you! a fooliſh mild man; an honeſt 
man, look you, and ſoon daſh'd ! He is a marvellous nh 
neigh- 
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reighbour, inſooth; and a very good bowler : but, for 
Aliſander, alas, you ſee, how tis; a little o'er-parted ;— 
But there are worthies a-coming will ſpeak their mind i in 
ſome other ſort. 

Biron. Stand aſide, good Pompey. 


Enter HOLOFERNES, for Judas, and Mor , f Her- 
cules. 


Hol. Great Hercules is preſented by this imp, 1 
Wheſe club kild Cerberus, that three headed canus 3 ; 
And, when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimp, 
Thus did he ſtrangle ſerpents in his manus : 
Quoniam, he ſeemeth in minority; 
Ergo, [come with this apolog RS 
To MoTH.] Keep ſome ſtate in thy exit, and vaniſh. 
Hol. Judas I am, — [Exit Morn. 
Dum. A Judas ! 
Hol. Not Iſcariot, ſir.— 
Judas I am, ycleped Maccabaus) | 
Dum. Judas Maccabzus clipt, is plain Judas, 
Biron, A kiſſing traitor e art thou prov'd Judas ? 
Hol. Judas I am, — 
Dum. The more ſhame for you, Judas. 
Hol. What mean you, fir ? | 
| Boyet, To make Judas hang himſelf, 
Hol. Begin, fir ; you are my elder, 
Biron. Well follow'd ; Judas was hang'd on an elder. 
Hol. I will not be put out of countenance, 
Biron. Becauſe thou haſt no face. 
Hol. What is this? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
Biron. A death's face in a ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, ſcarce fon; 
Boyet. The pummel of Cæſar's faulchion. 
Dum, The carv'd-bone face on a flaſk. 
Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch. 
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth - drawer: 


And now, forward; for we have put thee in countenance. 
F Hol. 
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Hol. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. Falſe ; we have given thee faces. 
Hol. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do ſo. 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an aſs, let him go. 
And ſo adieu, ſweet Jude! nay, why doſt thou * 5 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 
Biron. For the aſs to the Jude; give it him:— 
Jud. as, away. 
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boyet. A light for monſieur Judas; ; it grows dark, be 
may ſtumble. 


Prin. Alas, poor Maccabæus, how he bath been baited 
Enter Ax MApo, for Hector. 
Biron, Hide thy head, Achilles; here comes Heco 


in arms. 
Dum. Though my mocks come 130 by me, I will 
Now be merry. 
King. Hector was but a Trojan i in ref] pect of mis 
Boyet. But is this Hector? 
E Dum. I think, Hector was not ſo clean timber'd. 
| Long. His leg i is too big for Hector. 
| Dies. More calf, certain. 
Bovyet. No; he is beſt indu'd in the ſmall. 
Biron. This can't be Hector. 
Dum. He's a god or a painter; for he makes faces. 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, f lances the anne 
Cave Hector a gift, — 
Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 
| Biron. A lemon. 
Long. Stuck with cloves. 
Dum, No, cloven. 
Arm. Peace! The armipotent Mars / lances the al- 
mighty, 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion; 
A man ſo breath'd, that, certain, he would fote, yea, 
From morn zill night, out of his Paviton, 
Jam that flower, — 
Dum. That mint. 
Leong. That columbine. 


Arm, 
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Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue, 
Long. I mult rather give it the rein; for it runs alt 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

Arm. The ſweet war- man is dead and rotten ; ſweet 
chucks, beat not the bones of the buried ; when he 
breath'd, he was a man—But I will forward with my de- 
vice; [To the Princeſs.) ſweet Pe beſtow on me _w 
ſenſe of hearing. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much delighted. 
Arm. I do adore thy ſweet grace's ſlipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. This Hector far ſurmounted Hannibal. 


Coſt. The party is gone, fellow Hector, ſhe is gone; 
ſhe is two months on her way. 


=» What mean'ſt thou? 


7. Faith, unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan, the 
Wh, n is caſt away: ſhe's quick ; the child brags in 


her belly already; 'tis yours. 


Arm. Doſt thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
thou ſhalt die. 


Coſt. Then ſhall Hector be W for Jaquenetta 


that is quick by him; and e for Pompey tant is 
dead by him. 


Dum. Moſt rare Pompey | | 
Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 


Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey ! 


Pompey the huge! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd: More Ates, more Ates; 
ſtir them on, ſtir them on ! 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 


Biron. Ay, if he have no more man s blood in's belly 
than will ſup a flea. 


Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 
Coſt. 1 will not fight with a pole, like a northern man; 


Pl laſh ; do't by the ſword :—I pray you, let me borrow 
my arms again. 


Dum. Room for the cen bed worthies. 
Cot. I'll do it in my ſhirt. | 
F 2 Dum, 
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Was guilty of it.— Farewel, worthy lord! 
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Days: Mot reſolute Pompey ! ! 

Moth. Maſter, let me take you a button-hole lower, 
Do you not ſee, Pompey is uncaſing for the combat? 
What mean you, you will loſe your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and ſoldiers, pardon me ; [ will not 
combat in my ſhirt. 

Dum. You may not deny it; Pompey hath made the 
challenge. | 

Arm. Sweet bloods, 1 both may and will. 

. Biron. What reaſon have you for't ? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no ſhirt ; 

I go woolward for penance. _ 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 
want of linen: ſince when, I'll be ſworn, he wore none, 
but a diſh-clout of Jaquenetta's s; and that a' wears Net 


his heart for a favour. 


Enter MERCAPDRE. 


Mer. God ſave you, madam | 
Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou interrupt'ſt cur merriment. 
Mer. I am ſorry, madam ; for the news I bring, 


Ils heavy in my tongue. The * your father — 


Prin. Dead, for my life. 
Mer. Even ſo: my tale is told. 
| Biron, Worthies, away; the ſcene begins to cloud. 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath : 1 
have ſeen the days of wrong through the little hole of 
diſcretion, that I will right myſelf like a ſoldier. 
[ Exeunt Mortbies 
King. How fares your majeſty? 
Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to-night. 
King. Madam, not ſo ; I do beſeech you, ſtay. 
Prin, Prepare, I ſay. I thank you, gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 
Out of a new-ſad ſoul, that you vouchſafe 
In your rich wiſdom, to excuſe, or hide, 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourſelves 
In the converſe of breath, your gentleneſs 


* 
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A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue: 

Excuſe me ſo, coming ſo ſhort of thanks 

For my great ſuit ſo eaſily obtain'd, - | 
King. Theextreme parts of time extremely forms 

All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed ; 

And often, at his very looſe, decides 

That which long proceſs could not arbitrate: 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 

Forbid the ſmiling courteſy of love 

The holy ſuit which fain it would convince; 

Yet, ſince love's argument was firſt on foot, 

Let not the cloud of ſorrow juſtle it 

From what it purpos'd ; ſince, to wail friends loſt, 

Is not by much ſo wholeſome; profitable, 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin, I underftand you not, my griefs are double. 


Biron. Honeſt plain words beſt pierce the ear of grief; — 


And by theſe badges underſtand the King. 
For your fair ſakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul- play with our oaths ; your beauty, ladies, 
 Hath much deform'd us, faſhioning our humours 
Even to the appoled end of our intents: 

And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 

As love is full of unbefitting ſtrains ; 

All wanton as a child, ſkipping, and vain ; 

Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye; 

Full of traying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in ſubjects as the eye doth roll 

To every varied object in his glance: 

With party- coated preſence of looſe love, 

Pur on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have miſbecom'd our oaths and gravities, 

Thoſe heavenly eyes, that look into theſe faults, 
Suggeſted us to make : Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 

Is likewiſe yours: we to ourſelves prove falle, 

By being once falſe for ever to be true 

To thoſe that make us boch, fair ladies, you; 

And even that falſchood, in itſelf a in, 
Ihus purifie s itſelf, and turns to grace. 


* 


Prin. 
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Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love; 
Your favours, the ambaſſadors of love ; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſy, 
As bombaſt and as lining to the time: 
But more devout than this, in our reſpects, 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own faſhion, like a merriment. 
Dum. Our letters, madam, ſhew'd much more > than jeſt, 
Long. So did our looks. 
Ryſ. We did not quote them fo. _ 
King. Now, at the lateſt minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 
Prin. A time, methinks, too mort 
To make a world- without end bargain in: 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs; and, therefore, —— 
If for my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
You will do aught, this ſhall you do for me: 
Your oath I will not truſt : but go with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorn and naked hermitage, 
f Remote from all the pleaſures of the world ; 
1 There ſtay, until the twelve celeſtial ſigus 
Have brought about their annual reckoning : 
If this auſtere unſociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood; 
If froſts, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial, and laſt love; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
Come challenge, challenge me by theſe deſerts, 
And, by this virgin - palm, now kiſſing thine, 
I will be thine : and, till that inſtant, ſhut 
My woeful ſelf up in a mourning houſe; 
Raining the tears of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my father's death, 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part; 
Neither entitled in the other's heart. 
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
| To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt, 


The 
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The ſudden hand of death cloſe up mine eye! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breaſt. 
Biron. And what to me, my love, and what to me ? 
Ref. You muſt be purged too, your fins are rank; 

You are attaint with fault and perjury : 

Therefore, if you my fayour mean to pet, 

A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

| But ſeek the weary beds of people ſick. 45 

Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me? 

Kath. A wife !—a beard, fair health, and honeſty; 
With three-fold love I wiſh you all theſe three. 

Dum. O, ſhall I ſay, I thank you, gentle wife ? 

Kath, Not fo, my lord; a twelve-month and a day 
Il mark no words that ſmooth-fac'd wooers ſay : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 

Then, -if I have much love, I'll give you ſome. 

Dum. I'll ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet ſwear not, leſt you be forſworn again. 

Long, What ſays Maria? : 

Mar. At the twelve month's end, 85 
I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Tong. I'Il ſtay with patience ; but the time is long. 
Mar, The liker you; few taller are ſo young. 
Biron. Studies my lady? miſtreſs, look on me, 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble ſuit attends thy anſwer there ; 

Impoſe ſome ſervice on me for thy love. 

Ko. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 

Before I ſaw you: and the world's large tongue 

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 

Full of compariſons, and wounding flouts ; 

Which you on all eſtates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain; 

And, therewithal, to win me, if you pleaſe, 

(Without the which I am not to be won) 

You ſhall this twelve-month term from day to day - 

Viſit the ſpeechleſs ſick, and ſtill converſe 

With groaning wretches ; and your taſk ſhall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to ſmile. 


| Biran. 
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Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death 
It cannot bez it is impoſſible: 
Mirth cannot move a foul in agony. 
220 Why, that's the way to choke a gibing ſpirit, 
W hoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jeſt's proſperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if ſickly ears, 
Deat'd with the clamour of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that ſpirit, 
And 1 ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. 
Bir. A twelve month? well, befall what will beſall 
T'll jeſt a twelve-month in an boſpiral. 
Prin. Ay, ſweet my lord; and ſo J take my leave, 
[To the King. 
King. No, madam ; we will bring you on your way, 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
Jack hath not Jill : theſe ladies courteſy 
Might well have made our ſport a comedy. 
King. Come, fir, it wants a twelve-month and a x day, 
And then 'twill end. 
Biron. That's too long for a play. 


TDnter AMA Do. 


8 An Its Sweet majeſty, vouchſafe me, 
Prin. Was not that Hector ? 
Dum. That worthy knight of Troy. 
Arm. I will kiſs thy royal finger, and take leave: 
I am a votary; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her ſweet love three years. But, moſt eſteemed 
greatneſs, will you hear the dialogue that the two learned 
men have compiled, in praiſe of the owl and the cuckov ! 
it ſhould have followed in the end of our ſhow. 
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do ſo. 
Gu. Holla! approach, — 


Enter 
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Enter all, for the Song. 


This ſide is Hiems; winter. : 

This Ver, the ſpring ; ; the one maintain'd by the owl, 
The other by the euckow. 5 

Ver, begin. 


8 P R ING. 


When daizies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-ſmocks all fikver-white, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckaw then, on every tree, 
| Macks marry'd men, for thus ſings he, 
_ Cuckow; 
Cuckow, cee word of fear, 
| Unpleaſi ng to a marry 'd ear! 


When ſhepherds bipe on oaten Fre, 

And merry larks are plowmen's clocks, 
When turtles tread, and roots, and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer-ſmacks, 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 

Maocks married men, for thus ſings he, 

. Cuc toto; 
Guben, cuckow, -O word of fear, 
Unpleaſt ng to a marry'd ear] 


WINTER 


When icicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſbepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightl ings the flaring owl, 

0-who ; | 
Th-whit, fto-who, a merry note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


—— When 
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When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drotuns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 
And Marian's noſe looks red and raw, 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Then nightly ſings the Aaring 001, 
5 To-who ; 
 Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury are harſh after the ſongs 
of Apollo. * that way; we, this way. | 
| [ Exeunt omnes. 


\ 


THE END. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 


Before LEONAT0's Houſe. Eater LEONATO, He ko, 
| and BEATRICE, with a Me Nager. 


Leonato. 


1 LEARN in this teri that Don Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Meſſina. 

Ae. He is very near by this; he was not three x leagues 
off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you loſt in this ac- 
tion? 

_ Meſſ. But few of any fort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itſelf, when the atchiever 
brings home full — I find here, that Don Pedro 
| hath beſtowed much honour on a young Florentine, call'd 
Claudio. 5 
Me. Much deſerv'd on his part, and equally remem- 
heted! by Don Pedro: He hath borne himſelf beyond the 
r- of his age; doing, in the figure of a lamb, the 
eats of a lion: he hath, indeed, better better'd expec- 
e tation, than you muſt expect of! me to tell you how.” _ 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Meſſina will be very 
| much glad of it, 

Mes. 1 have already delivered him letters, and there 
appears much joy in him; even ſo much, that joy could 
not ſhew itſelf modeſt enough without a badge of bit- 
terneſs. 

Leon. Did be bien out into tears ? 

e. In great meaſure. $= 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindneſs : There are no 
faces truer than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd. © How much 
* better i is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping !” 


A 2 Beat * 
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Beat. I pray you, is ſignior Montanto return'd from 
the wars, or no?“ 
Mel. I know none of that name, lady; there was none 
ſuch in the army of any ſort. 
Leon. What is he that you aſk for, niece? 
Hero. My couſin means ſignior Benedick of Padua. 
Meſſ. O, he's return'd ; and as pleaſant as ever he was, 
Beat. He ſet up his bills here in Meſſina, and chal- 
* lenged Cupid at the flight; and my uncle's fool, read- 
ing the challenge, ſubſcrib'd for Cupid, and challenged 
him at the bird-bolt.”—T pray you, how many hath he 
 kill'd and eaten in theſe wars? But how many hath he 
kill'd ? for, indeed, I promis'd to eat all of his killing. 
Leon. Faith, niece, you tax ſignior Benedick too much; 
but be'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 
L He hath done good ſervice, lady, in theſe wars. 
Beat. You had muſty victual, and he hath holp to eat 
: he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an excellent 
3 
Meſſi And a good ſoldier too, Jady. 
| Beat. And a good ſoldier to a lady dt what. is he 
to a lord? 

« Meff. A lord to a lord, a man to a man; ſtuff'd with 
4 all honourable virtues, 
« Beat. It is fo, indeed; he is no leſs than a ſtuff'd 
* man: bur for the ſtuffing,—well, we are all mortal.” 
Teon. You muſt not, fir, miſtake my niece : there is 
a kind of merry war betwixt ſignior Benedick and her: 
| they never meet, but there's a ſkirmiſh of wit between 

them. 
Beat. Alas, he gets notbing by that. In our laſt con- 
flict, four of his five wits went halting off, and now is the 
* whole man govern'd with one: ſo that if he have wit 
enough to keep himſelf warm, let him bear it for a 
difference between himſelf and his horſe ; for it is all the 
wealth that he hath left, to be known a reaſonable crea- 
ture. Who is his companion now? he hath every month 
a new {worn brother. 
Mes. Is it poſſible? 
Beat. Very caſly poſſible: "By wears his faith but as the 


faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block, 


_ Al 


MUCH Apo ABOUT NOTHING. 5 


Mzſf. 1 ſee, lady, the gentleman is n ot in your becks. 
Beat. No: an he were, I would burn my ſtudy. But, 


I pray you, who is his companion? © Is there no young 


« ſquarer now, that will make a voyage with him to the 
e devil?” _ 
Meſſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 


Beat. O lord! He will hang upon him like a diſeaſe: 
he is ſooner caught than the peſtilence, and the taker runs 


preſently mad. God help the noble Claudio! if he have 
caught the Benedick, it will coſt him a thouſand pounds 
ere he be cur'd. es Re 
& Mefſ. I will hold friends with you, lady. 
* Beat. Do, good friend,” 
Leon. You'll ne'er run mad, niece. 
Heat. No, not *till a hot January. 
Mell. Don Pedro is approach'd. 


Inter Don PEDRO, CLAUDIO, BENEDICK, BALTHA- 


ZAR, and Don JOHN. 


Pedro. Good ſignior Leonato, you are come to meet 


your trouble: the faſhion of the world is to avoid coſt, 


and you encounter it. 5 


Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſs 
of your grace: for trouble being gone, comfort ſhould re- 


main; but, when you depart from me, forrow abides, and 
happineſs takes his leave. 8 

Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly, —lI think, 
this is your daughter. f 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me ſo. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, ſir, that you aſk'd her? 

7-68 Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a 
child. | 
Pedro. You have it full, Benedick: we may gueſs by 
this what you are, being a man, Truly, the lady fathers 


_ ;—Be happy, lady! for you are like an honourable 
ather. | | | 


Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, ſhe would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſſina, as like him 


as ſhe is, 


Beat, 


| living? 


truly, I love none. 


thank you. 
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Beat. I wonder, that you will ſtill be — ſigni 8 
Benedick; no body marks you. IO 
Bene. What, my dear lady Diſdain ! are you yet 


Beat. Is it poſſible, diſdain ſhould Me: while ſhe hath 
ſuch meet food to feed it, as ſignior Benedick ? Courteſy 
itſelf muſt convert to diſdain, if you come in her pre- 


ſence. 


Bene. Then is courteſy a turn · coat: But it is certain, 
J am lov'd of all ladies, only you excepted : and I would | 
1 could find in my heart that 1 had not a hard heart ; for 
4 
Beat. A dear happineſs to women: they would elſe 
have been troubled with a pernicious ſuitor. I thank 
God, and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that; 
I had rather hear my dog bark at a 7 than a man ſwear 


he loves me. 


Bene. God keep your ladyſhip Qill in that mind! ſo 


ſome gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a predeſtinate ſcratch'd 


face. 
Beat. Scratching could. not make it worle, and *rwere 


ſuch a face as yours, © were,” 
Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beaſt of 
ours. 
: Bene. I would, my horſe had the ſpeed of your tongue; 
and ſo good a continuer: But keep your way 0* God's 
name; I have done. 
Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I know you 
of old. 

Pedro. This is the ſum of all: Leonato,—-Signior 
Claudio, and ſignior Benedick,—my dear friend Leonato 
hath invited you all. I tell him, we ſhall ſtay here at the 


leaſt a month; and he heartily prays, ſome occaſion - may 


detain us longer : I dare ſwear he is no hypocrite, but 


prays from his heart. 
Leon, If you ſwear, my lord, you ſhall not be for- 


ſworn. Let me bid you welcome, my lord: being re- 


conciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 


John. I thank you: I am not of many words, but 1 


Len: 
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Leon. Pleaſe it your grace lead on ? 

Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go together. 
[Exeunt all but BEXEDICK and CL AUDIO. 

Claud. Benedick, didſt thou note the daughter of ſig- 


nior Leonato ? 


Bene. I noted her not; but I look'd on her. 

Claud. Is ſhe not a modeſt young lady? 

Bene. Do you queſtion me, as en honeſt man ſhould 
do, for my ſimple true judgment? or would you have me 
ſpeak after my cuſtom, as being a profeſſed tyrant to their 


fex? 


Claud. No, I pray thee, ſpeak in ſober judgment. 

Bene. Why, i' faith, methinks the is too low for a high 
praiſe, too brown for a fair praiſe, and too little for a great 
praiſe: only this commendation I can afford her; that 


were ſhe other than ſhe 1 is, ſhe were unhandſome; and be- 


ing no other but as ſhe is, I do not like her. 


Claud. Thou think'ſt, I am in ſport; I pray thee, tell 


me truly how thou lik : her ? 


Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after her? 


Claud. Can the world buy ſuch a jewel ? 


Bene. Lea, and a caſe to put it into. But ſpeak you 


this with a ſad brow ? or do you play the * Jack; 
to tell us Cupid is a good hare. finder, and Vulcan a rare 


carpenter?“ Come, in what key ſhall a man take you, 


to go in the ſong ?” 


Quad. In mine eye, ſhe is the ſweeteſt * that I ever 
looked on. 


Bene. I can ſee yet without deckel and I ſee no ſuch 


matter: there's her couſin, an ſhe were not poſſeſsd with 


a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the firſt of May 
doth the laſt of December. But I hope, you have no in- 
tent to turn huſband; have you? 

Claud. I would ſcarce truſt myſelf, though I had ſworn 
the contrary, if Hero would-be my wife. 


Bene. Is't come to this, i'faith ? Hath not the world 


one man, but he will wear his cap with tuſpicion ! Shall 
I never ſee a bachelor of threeſcore again? Go to, i i' faith ; 
an thou wilt needs thruſt thy neck into a yoke, wear the 


print of it, and ſigh away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro 
is return'd to ſeek you. 


Re-enter 
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Ne enter Don PE DR0O. 


Pedro. What ſecret. hath held you here, that you fol- 
low'd not to Leonato's ? 

Bene. 1 would, your grace would conſtrain me to tell, 

Pedro. | charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. Yoa hear count Claudio: I can be ſecret as 3 
dumb man, I would have you think ſo; bur on my alle- 
3 you this, on my allegiance, —He is in love. 
With who ?—now that is your grace's part.— Mark, how 
ſhort his anſwer is: —— Wi. Hero, Leonato' s ſhort 
daughter, 

Claud. If this were ſo, ſo were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: it is not ſo, nor 'twas 
not ſo; but, indeed, God forbid it ſnould be ſo. 

Claud, If my paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbid it 
| ſhould be otherwiſe. .. 
Pedro Amen, if you love her, for the lady i is very well 
worthy. 

Claud. You ſpeak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

Pedro, By my troth, I ſpeak my thought. 

Claud, And, in faith, my lord, I ſpoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, | 
ſpeak mine. 

Claud. I hat I love her, I feel, 

Pedro. That ſhe is worthy, I 3 

Bene. That I neither feel how ſhe ſhould be loved, nor 
know how ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the opinion the fc 
cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at the ſtake. 
Pedro. Ihou waſt ever an obſtinate heretick in the de- 
ſpight of beauty. e 
Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in the. 
force of his will. 
Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; that 
; ſhe brought me up, I likewiſe give her moſt hum: 
thanks: but that ] will have a recheat winded in iy 
| forehead, or hang my bugle in an inviſible baldrick, 
all women ſhall pardon me: Becauſe I will not do thn 
the wrong to miſtruſt any, I will do myſelf the right to 
truſt none; and the fine is (for the which I may go ibe 


. finer), I will live a bachelor. 


Pogea!, 
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pedro. I ſhall ſee thee. ere I die, look pale with love. 
Bens With anger, with ſickneſs, or with hunger, my 
lord; not with love: prove, that ever [ loſe more blood 
with love, than I will get again with diinking, pick out 
mine eyes with a bajlad-maker's pen, and hang me up at 
the door of a brothel-houſe for the ſign of blind Cupid. 
Pedro. Well, it ever thou doſt fall from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a abtable argument. 
Pedro. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 


hoot at me; © and he that hits me, let him be clap'd ON 
% the thoulder, and call'd Adam.” 


Pedro. Well, as time ſhall try: 

In time the ſavage bull doth bear the yoke, 

Bene. The ſavage bull may; but if ever the ſenſible 
Beneditk bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, and ſet them 
in my forehead: and let me be vilely painted; and in ſuch 
great letters as they write, Here 7s good horſe to hire, let 
them ſignify under my ſign, — Here you may fee Benedick 


the marry'd man. 


„Claud. If this ſhould ever happen, thou would'ſt be 
« horn-mad.” 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath. not ſpent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt hve for this ſhortly, 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours, In 
the mean time, good ſiguior Benedick, repair to Leonato's; 
commend me to him, and tell him, I will not fail him at 
ſupper; for, indeed, he hath made great preparation. 


embaſſage; and fo I commit you— _ 
= Claud. To the tuition of God; from my houſe (if I 
1 had it)— 


pedo. The ſixth of July; your loving friend, Bene- 
dick... 


Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not: The body of your 
diſcourſe is ſometime guarded with fragments, and the 
guards are but lightly batted on neither: ere you flout 


leave you, [Exit. 
Claud. My liege, your highneſs now may do me good. 
B ©: Pedra. 


Bene. I have almoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an 


old ends any further, examine your conſcience; and ſo 1 
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That thou began'ſt to twiſt ſo fine a ſtory ? 


That know love's grief by his completion ! 
But leſt my liking might too ſudden ſeem, 


And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I will aſſume thy part in ſome diſguile, 


And in her boſom T'Il unclaſp my heart, 
And take her hearing priſoger with the force 


Then, after, to her father will I break; 
And, the concluſion is, ſhe ſhall be ine: 
In practice let us put it preſently. [Exetil. 
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Pedro. My love is thine to teach; teach it but how i 
And thou ſhalt ſee how apt it is to learn 
Any hard leſſon that may do thee good. 
Claud. Hath Leonato any ſon, my ord ? 
Pedro, No child but Hero, ſhe's his only heir : 
Doſt thou affect her Claudio? | 
Claud. O my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended action, 
look d upon her with a ſoldier's eye, 


That lik'd, but had a rougher taſk in hand 
Than to drive li King to the name of love: 


But now I am return'd, and that war- thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 


Come thronging ſoft and delicate deſires, 
All promptipg me how fair young Hero is, 


Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover veelently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: 
If thou doſt love fair Hero, cheriſh it; 
And I will break with her“ and with her father, 
And thou ſhalt have her: Was't nor to this end, 


Claud. How iweetly do you miniſter to love, 


I would have ſalv'd it with a longer treatiſe. 


Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood? 


The faireſt grant is che neceffity : * 
Look, what will ſerve, is fit: *tis once, thou lor 't ; 
I know we ſhall have revelling to dight; 


And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 


And ſtrong encounter of my amorous tale : 


SCENE 
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SCENE I. 
& 4 Room in LEONATo's Houſe, Enter LEON ATO and 
ANTONIO. 


« Leo. How now, brother? Where is my couſin, your 
« ſon? Hath he provided this muſic ? 


Ant. He is very buſy about it. But, brother, I can tell 


« you news that you yet dream'd not of. 
Leon. Are they good? 
« Ant. As the event ſtamps them; but they have a 


« good cover, they ſhow well outward. The prince and 
count Claudio walking in a thick-pleached alley in my 


e orchard, were thus overheard by a man of mine: The 


prince diſcover'd to Claudio, that he lov'd my niece 
„pour daughter, and meant to acknowledge it this 


« evening in a dance; nay, if he found her accordant, 
% he meant to take the preſent time by the top, and 
« inſtantly break with you of it. 

„Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you 
“this? 


« Ant. A good ſharp fellow ; I will ſend for him, and 


* queſtion him yourſelf. 


« Leon. No, no; we will hold it as a dream, till it 


appear itſelf but I will acquaint my daughter withal, 


“that ſhe may be the better prepared for an anſwer, if 


« peradventure this be true: Go you, and tell her of it. 
Several Servants croſs the ftage here.] Couſin, you 
„ know what you have to do. —O, I cry you mercy, 
friend; go you with me, and 1 will uſe your {Kill ; 

“Good couſin, have a care his buſy time.“ 


CExeunt. 


. 4 6 — W 
. > FIR * 
* — 9 * 22 
5 . - . a _—— 
— — * * * we 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


SCENE III 


Another + Apartment in LEoNATO's Houſe, Enter Don 
JoHN and CoNRADE. 


Conr. What the good:jer, my lord! why are you thus 
out of meaſure ſad ? 

Fohhn. There is no meaſure in "the occaſion that breeds 
It; therefore the ſadneſs is without limit. 

Conr. You ſhould hear reafon, 

John. And when I have heard | it, what bleſſing bring. 
eth it? 
Gonr. If not a 5 . yet a patient ſuferance. 

.Fohn, I wonder, that chou being, (as thou ſay'ſt thou 
art) born under Saturn, goeſt about to apply a moral me- 
dicine to a mortifying miſchief. I canngt bide what 
I am: I muft be {ad when I have cauſe, and ſmile at no 
man's jeſts; eat when I have ſtumach, and wait for no 
may 's leiſure ;, 925 when J am drowſy, and tend on no 
man's buſineſs; laugh when I am merry, and Slaw | no man 
18 his humour. 

Conr. Yea, but you muſt not make the Full ſhow 4 
this, till you may do it without controulment. You have 
of late ſtood out againſt your brother, and he bath ta'en 
you newly into his grace; where it is impoſitble you ſhould 
take root, but by the fair weather that you make your- 
ſelf : it is needful that you. frame the ſeaſon for your own 
| harveſt, 

John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a roſe 
in bis grace; and it better. fits my blood to be diſdain'd of 
all, han to faſhion a carriage to rob love from any: in this, 
though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man, it 
mult not be deny'd but I am a plain-dealing villain. I am 
truſted with a muzzle, and infranchiſed with a clog ; there- 
fore I have decrecd not to ſing in my cage: If I had my 
mouth, I would bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my. 


liking : in the mean time, let me be that I am, and ſceł 
not to alter me. 


4 , 4 2 N 


Conr. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 13 


Corr, Can you make no uſe of your diſcontent ? 
hn. I make all uſe of it, for I uſe it only. W ho comes 
here ? what news, Borachio ? 


Enter BoRACHIO. 


Bora, I came yonder from a great ſupper ; the prince, 
your brother, 1s royally entertain'd by Leonato ; and I can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

John. Will it ſerve for any model to build miſchief on ? ? 
What is he, for a fool, that betroths himſelf to Unquiiets 
ens: 

Bora. Marry, i it is your brother's right hand. 

John. Who? the moſt exquiſite Claudio ? 

Bora. Even he! 

John A proper ſquire! and who, and who ? which way 
looks he? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Leo- 
nato, 

John. A very forward March- chick! ⸗ How come you 
* to know this? 

Bora. Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was 
e ſmoaking a muſty room, comes me the prince and Clau- 
* dio, hand in hand, in ſad conference: I whipt me behind 
* the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, that the 


prince ſhould woo Hero for himſelf, and having obtained 


10 ber, give her to count Claudio. 

n. Come, come, let us thither; this may prove 

food to my diſpleaſure: that young ſtart. up bath all the 

glory of my overthrow ; if I can croſs him any way, I 

bleſs myſelf every way : You are both ſure, and wil allt 

1 1 
Conr, To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great ſupper; their chore is the 

greater, that I am ſubdu'd : Would the cook were of my 

mind !—* Shall we go prove what's to be done ? 


Bora. We'll wait upon your lordſhip.” | Exeunt, 
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ACT Ik STENDE-qI: 


4 Hall in LEoNaATo's Houſe, Enter LEON A TO, AnTo- 
N10, HERO, BEATRICE, MARGARET, and URSULA, 


Leonato. 


As not count John here at ſupper ? ? 
Ant, IT ſaw him not. 


Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can ſee 
him, bur I am heart-burn'd an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy diſpoſition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made juſt in 
the midway betwcen him and Benedick : the one is too like 


an image, and ſays nothing; and the other, too like my 
lady's eldeſt fon, evermore tattling. 


Leon. Then halt fignior Benedick's tongue in count 
Jobn' s mouth, and half count John's melancholy in ſig. 
nior Benedick s face, — 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and 
money enough in his purſe, ſuch a man would win ny wo⸗ 
man in the world, —if he could get her good will. 
Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee 1 
huſband, if thou be'lt ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, ſhe's too curſt. 

Heat. Too curſt is more than curſt : 1 ſhall leffen 
« God's ſending that way: for it is ſaid, God ſends a cui 
& cow ſhort Borns; but to a cow too curſt he ſends none. 

Leon So, by being too curſt, God will ſend you no 
% horns, 

Heat. Juſt, if he ſends me no o huſband; ” for the which 
bleſſing, I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening: Lord! I could not endure a huſband with a 
beard on his face: I had rather lie in woollen. 


Leon. You may light upon a huſband that hath no 
beard. 


Beat. What ſhould I do with him? dreſs him in my 
| pe, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? He ot 
hat 
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| hath a beard, is more than a youth; and he that hath no 
beard, is leſs than a man: and he that is more than a 
youth, is not for me; and he that is leſs than a man, I 
am not for him: Therefore [ will even take ſix· pence in 
earneſt of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Teon. Will, then, go you into hell!? 

Beat. No; but to the gate: and there will the devil 
meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and 
ſay, Go you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven; bard's 
no place for you maids ; ſo deliver | up my apes, ard away 
to ſaint Peter for the beavens; ; * he ſhews me” where the 


bachelors fit, and there live we as merry as the day 18 


long. 
Ant. W ell, niece, I truſt, you will be rul'd by your fa- 
ther. [ To Hero. 


Beat. Yes, faith; it is my couſin's duty to make a curt- 


fy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſe you :— but yet for all that, 
couſin, let him be a handſome fellow, or elſe make another 


curtſy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſe me. 


Leon. Well, niece, I hope to ſee you one day fitted w ith 
a huſband, 


Beat. Not till God make men of ſome other metal than 


earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over-maſter'd 


with a piece of valiant duſt? to make account of her life 


to a clod of wayward marle? No, uncle, I'll none: A- 
dam's ſons are my brethren, and truly, 1 hold it a ſin io 


match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you: if the 

prince do folicit you in that kind, you know your anſwer. 
Beat, The fault will be in the muſic, couſin, if you be 

not woo'd in good time: if the prince be too important, 

tell him, there is meaſure in every thing, and fo dance out 


the anſwer, For hear me, Hero, Wooing, wedding, and _ 


repenting, is a Scotch jig, a meaſure, and a Cinque- pace: 
the firſt ſuit is hot and haſty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 

fantaſtical , the wedding, mannerly modeſt, as a meaſure 
full of ſtate and ancientry; and then comes repentance, 
and, with his bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace faſter aud 
faſter, »till he ſink into his grave, 


Leon. TR” you apprehend paſſing ſhrewdly. 
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Beat. J have a good eye, uncle; I can ſee a church by 
day-light. 
Len. The revellers are entring; brother, make good 


TOOm. 


Enter Don PE DRo, CLAup1o, BENEDICK, BALTH a. 
ZAR; Don JohN, BoRACHIO, MARGARET, Ugsuw- 
LA, and others maſk'd. 


Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Hero. So you walk ſoftly, and look ſweetly, and ſay 
nothing, 1 am yours for the walk; and, ee. when! 

walk away. | 

Pedro. With me in your company! ? 

Hero. I may ſay fo, when I pleaſe. 

Pedro, And when pleaſe you to fay fo? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend, the 


Jute ſhould be like the caſe! 


Pedro, My viſor ! 18 Philemon's roof; within the houſe 


is Jove. 


Hero. Why, then your 1 mould be thatch'd, 

Pedro. Speak low, if you ſpeak love. 

Balth. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. 80 would not I, for your own lake; for I have 
many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one? 

Marg. I fay my prayers loud. | 
Balth, I love you the better; the hearers may cry 
amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. Armen. 

Marg. And God keep bim out of my {i ght when the 
dance | is done —Anſwer, clerk. N 

Balt No more words; the cler k is anſwer'd. 

oh Urs. know you well enough; you are Signior An- 
& tonio. | 

« Aut. At a word J am not. 

« Urs. I know you by the wagling of your head. 

& Ant. To tell you true I counterfeit him. 

% Urs. You could never do him fo ill-well, unleſs you 
& were the very men: Here's his dry hand up and down ; 
is Jou are he, you are he. 

& At. 


4% Ant. At a word I am not. 

% Urs. Come, come; do you think, I do not know 
« you by your excellent wit? Can virtue hide itſelf ? Go 
& to, mum, you are he; graces will appear, and there's 
& an end.“ 

Beat. Will you tell me who told you fo ? 

Bene. No, you (hall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 
Bene Not now. 


Beat, That I was Fiſdaiofat—and that I had my good 


wit out of the Hundred merry Tales ;— Well, this was ug- 
nior Benedick that ſaid ſo. 

Bene, What's he? 

Beat. J am ſure, you know him well enough. 
Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he? 

Beat. Why, heis the prince's jefter : a very dull fool ; 
only his gift is in deviſing impoſſible ſlanders: none but i= 


bertines delight in him; and the commendation is not in. 


his wit, but in his villainy ; for he both pleafeth men, and 


angers them, and then they laugh at him, and beat him; 


I am ſure, he is in the fleet; [ would he bad boarded 
me, 


you ſay. 


Beat. Do, do: be'll but break a compariſon or two on 


me; which, peradventure. not mark'd, or not laugh'd at, 
ſtrikes him into melancholy ; and then there 8 4 partridge 
wing fav'd, for the fool will eat no ſapper that night. We 
| maſt follow the leaders. 

| [Muſic within. 

Bene. In every good thing. | 


Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at 


the next turning. 


Manent Joux, Bon ACHIO, and CL aupo. 


John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawn her father to break with him about it : The 
ladies follow her, and but one viſor remains, 


Borg. 
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Bene, When I know the gentleman, Tl tell him what 
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Bora. And that is Claudio: I know him by his bear- 
ing. 

John. Ars you not ſiguior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well; I am he. 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his love: 
he is enamour'd on Hero; I pray you, diſſuade him from 
her, ſhe is no equal for bis birth : you may do the part of 


an honeſt man 1a it. 


Claud. How know you he loves ber! 
* I heard him ſwear his affection. 
ora. So did I too; and he ſwore he would marry her 
to night. 
John. Come, let v us to the banquet. 5 
[ Exeunt JoHN and Bo R. 
Claud. Thus anſwer I in the name of Benedick, 
But hcar theſe ill news with the ears of Claudio.— 
*Tis certain ſo :—The prince wooes for himſelf. 
Friendfhip is conſtant in all other things, 


Save in the office and affairs of love: 


Therefore, all hearts in love uſe their own tongues: : 
Let ev'ry eye negotiate for itſelf, 

And truſt no agent; for beauty is a witch, 

Againſt whoſe charms faith melteth into blood. 
This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which | miſtruſted not: Fare wel, therefore, Hero. | 


Renter BENEDICK, 


Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the ſame. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither ?. 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own bufi- 
nefs, count. What faſhion will you wear the garland of? 
About your neck, like an uſurer's chain? or under your 
arm, like a lieutenant's ſcarf? You n. uſt wear it one way, 
for the prince hath got your Hero, | 

Claud. J with him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's ſpoken like an honeſt drover ; fo 
they ſell bullocks. Bur did you think, the prince would 
have ſerved you thus ? . 
Claud. I pray you leave me. 

52 | = Penc, 
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Bene. Ho! now you ſtrike like the blind man; 'twas 
the boy that ſtole your meat, and you'll beat the poſt. 
Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [ Exit. 


Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep into 


ſedges. Bur, that my lady Beatrice ſhould know me, and 
not know me ! The prince's fool !—Ha ? it may be, I po 
under that title, becauſe I am merry.— Yea; but ſo; [ 

am apt to do myſelf wrong : I am not fo reputed - : g in 
the baſe, though bitter diſpoſition of Beatrice, that puts 


the world into her perſon, and fo gives me out. Well 11 


be reveng d as I may. 
Re-enter Don PE Dro- 


Pedro. Now, Signior, where's the Count? Did you ſee 
bim? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have play'd the part of lady 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a 
Warren; I told him, and, I think, I told him true, that 
your grace had got the good will of this young lady; and 
F offered him my company to a willow-tree, either to make 
him a garland, as being forſaken, or to bind him up a rod, 
as being worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt! What s his fault? 

Bene. The flat 8 of a ſchool- boy; who, be- 


ing overjoy'd with finding a bird's neſt, ſhews it his com- 


panion, and he ſteals it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truſt a tranſgreſſion ? ? The 
tranſgreſſion is in the ſtealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiſs, the rod had been made, 
and the garland too; for the garland he might have worn 
_ himſelf; and the rod he might have beſtow'd on you, whog 
as I take it, have ſtol'n his bird's neſt. 

Pedro. I will but teach them to ting, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their ſinging anſwer your fazing, by my faith, 
you ſay honeſtly. 

Pedro, The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; the 


gentleman that danc'd with her, told her, ſhe is much 


wrong'd by you. 
Bene. G, ſhe miſus'd me paſt the endurance of a block ; 


an oak, but with one green leaf on a it, would have anſwer' ! 


ber; 
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her; my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold with 
her: She told me, not thinking I' had been myſelf, that 
J was the prince's jeſter; and that l was duller than a 
great thaw; huddling jeſt upon jeſt, with ſuch impoſſible 
conveyance, upon me, that I ſtood like a man at a mark, 
with a whole army ſhooting at me: She ſpeaks poniards, 
and every word ſtabs : if her breath were as terrible as her 
terminations, there were noliving near her; ſhe would in- 
fect to the north ſtar I would not marry her, though ſhie 
were endowed with all that dam had left him before he 
tranſgreſs'd: ſhe would have made Hercules have turn'd 
ſpit ; yea, and have cleft bis club to make the fire too. 
«© Come, talk not of her; you ſhall find her the inferna! 
& Ate in good apparel.” . I would to God, ſome ſcholar | 
would co:,ure her: for, certainly, while ſhe is here, a 
man may live as quiet in hell, as in a ſanctuary; and 
people ſin upon pur poſe, becauſe they will go thither : fo, 
indeed, all diſquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her, 


Enter CLAuplo, BEATRICE, LEONATO, and HERO. 


Pedro. Look, here ſhe comes. 
Bene. Will your grace command me any ſervice to the 
world's end? I will go on the ſlighteſt errand now to the 
Antipodes, that you can deviſe to fend me on; I will fetch 
you a tooth-picker now from the fartheſt inch of Aſia ; 
bring you the length of preſter John's foot; fetch you x 
hair off the great Cham's beard ; do you any emballage to 
the Pigmies, rather than hold three words conference with 
this harpy : You have no employment for me? 

Pedro. None but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O God, fir, here's a diſh 1 love got ; I cannot en- 

dure my lady's tongue. 
Pedro. Come, lady, come; you have loſt the heart of 
 fignior Benedick. | 
«© Beat. Indeed, my lord, he ent! it me NY og and I 
gave him uſe for ., 4 double heart for a finole one : 
«© marry,.. once before he won it of me with falſe dice, 
therefore your grace may well ſay, I have loſt it. 
** Pedro,” You have put him down, Fay * have put 
him down. 


B cat. 
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Beat. So I would not he ſhould do me, my lord, leſt 1 
ſhould prove the mother of fools. I have brought count 
Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeek, | 

Pedro, Why, how now, count ? wherefore are you ſad! 2 

Claud. Not ſad, my lord. 

Pedro, How then! ? Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither ſad, nor fi ck, nor merry, 
nor well: but civil, count; civil as an orange, and ſome- 
thing of that jealous complection. 

Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be true; 
though, I'll be ſworn, if he be ſo, his conceit is falſe. 
Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is 
won; I have broke with her father, and his good will ob- 
| rained : name the day of marriage, and God give thee 

joy! 

* Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my 
fortunes ; his grace hath made me the match, and all 
grace ſay amen to it! 

Beat. Speak, count, "tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfecteſt herald of joy: I were 
but little happy, if 1 could ſay how much. —Lady, as you 
are mine, I am yours: I give away myſelk for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 


Beat. Speak, couſin ; or, if you cannot, ſtop his mouth 


with a kiſs, and let him not ſpeak neither. 

Petra, In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my We I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on 
the windy fide of care -M coulin tells him in his ear, 

that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And fo ſhe doth, couſin, 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance !—Thus goes every one to 
the world but I, and I am ſun- burn'd; I may fic in a 
corner, and cry heigh ho! for a huſband. 

Pedra, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's getting: 


Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? Your father got 


excellent huſbands, if a maid could come by them. 

Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unleſs I might have another for 
5 Nerking days; your grace is too coſtly to wear every day i 
— But 
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Fut, I beſeech your grace, pardon me; 1 was born to 
ſpeak all mirth, and no matter. 
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Pedro. Your filence moſt offends me, md to be merry 


beſt becomes you; tor, out of N you were born! in 
a merry hour. 


Beat. No, ſure, my lord, my mother cry'd; but then 
there was a tar danc'd, and under that 1 was born. — 


Couſins, God give you joy. 


Leon. Niece, will you look to thoſe things I told you 


of? 


Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your grace's par- 
don. Exit Beatrice, 

Pedro. By my troth, a pleaſant- ſpirited lady, 

„Leon. There's little of the melancholy element in her, 
% my lord: ſhe is never ſad, but when ſhe ſteeps: and not 
« ever fad then; for I have heard my daughter ſay, ſhe 
e hath often dream'd of unhappineſs, and wak d herſelf 
« with laughing. 

« Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a huſband. 

& Leon. O, by no means; ſhe mocks all her wooers 
4c out of ſuit. 

. Pedro, She were an re wife for Benedick. 

& Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week mar. 
ce ry'd, they would talk themſelves mad. 5 

Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church. 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. 

Leon, Not till Monday, my dear ſon, © which is hence 
« a juſt ſeven-night;” and a time toa brief too, to have 
all things anſwer my mind. 

Pedro. Come, you ſhake the head at fs long a breath- 
ing; but, I warrant thee, Claudio,” the time ſhall not go 
dully by us: I will, in the interim, 'undertake one of Her- 
cules labours which i is, to bring ſignior Benedick, and 
the lady Beatrice, into a mounteiu of affection, che one 


With the other. I would fain have it a match ; and ! 
doubt not to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch 


aſſiſtance as I ſhall give you direction. 


Leon. My lord, I am for you, though 1 it colt me ten 
nights watchings. . a ; 
| 55 | 5 Claud. | 
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Hand. And l, my lord. 

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? ? 

Hero. I will do any modeſt office, my lord, to belp my 
couſin to a good huſband. 

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleſt huſband 
that I know: thus far I can praiſe him; he is of a noble 

| ſtrain, of approv'd valour, and confirm'd honeſty. I will 
teach You how to humour your couſin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Benedick :—-and I, with your two helps, will 
ſo practiſe on Benedick, that, in deſpight of his quick wit 
and his queaſy ſtomach, he ſhall fall in love with Beatrice. 
Tf we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer ; his glory 


ſhall be ours, for we are the only loye-gods. Goin with 


me, and I will tell you my drift. [ Exeunt, 


e h 
SCENE IL. 


Another Apartment i in LEONAT0's Houſe, Enter Don 
JoHN and BorAcnio. 


John. It is ſo; the count Claudio ſhall marry the davgh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord "but I can croſs it. 

John. Any bar, any croſs, any impediment will be me- 
dicinal to me: I am fick in dif pleaſure to him; and what- 
foever comes athwart his affection, ranges evenly with 

mine. How canſt thou croſs this marriage? 

Bora. Not honeſtly, my lord; but 8 covertly that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appear in me. | 

John. Shew me briefly how. 

Bora, I think, I told your lordſhip, a year fn; how 
much I am in the favour of n the W gentle- 
woman to Hero. 

John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any e inſtant of the night, 

ä appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber window. 

Þ 1 What life is in that, to be the death of this mar- 
riage | 

Bora. The poiſon of that lies in you to temper. Go you 
o the prince your brother; ſpare not to tell him, that he 

C hath 
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hath wrong'd his honour in marrying the renown'd Clay. 
dio, (whoſe eſtimation do you mightily hold up) to a con- 
taminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hero. 

John. What proof ſhall I make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to miſuſe the prince, to vex Clay- 
dio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you for any 
other iſſue? 

John. Only to deſpite en, 1 will endeavour any 
thing. 
1 Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don Pe- 
dro, and the count Claudio, alone : tell them that you 
| know, Hero loves me : intend a kind of zeal both to the 
prince and Claudio, as—in a love of your brother's honour 
who hath made this match; and his friend's reputation, 
who is thus like to be cozen'd with the ſemblance of a 
maid, —that you have diſcover'd thus. They will ſcarce- 
ly believe this without trial ; offer them inſtances ; which 
ſhall bear no leſs likelihood, than to ſee me at her cham- 
ber window; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear Marga- 
ret term me Claudio; and bring them to foe this, the very 
night before the intended wedding: for, in the mean 
time, I will fo faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhall be ab- 
ſent ; and there ſhall appear ſuch ſeeming truth of Hero's 
diſloyalty, that jealouſy ſhall be call'd allntance, and all 
the preparation overthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adverſe iſſue it can, I will put 
it in practice: Be cunning in the working this, and thy fee 
is a thouſand ducats. 

Bora. Be thou conſtant in the acculagon, and my cun- 
ning ſhall not ſhame me. 

Jobn. I will preſently go learn their day of marriage. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
LroNA To's Orchard. Enter BENEDi1C 3 and a Boy.” 


«© Bene. Boy,— 
« Boy, Signior, | 
| « Bent. 
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« Bene. In my chamber -· window lies a book; bring it 
& hither to me in the orchard. 

« Boy. I am here already, fir.” 

Bene 4 I know that but I would have thee hence, 
„ and here again. [Exit Boy.]'—1 do much wonder, 
that one man, ſeeing how much another man is a fool 
when he dedicates his behaviour to love, will, after he 
hath laugh 'd at ſuch ſhallow follies in others, become the 


argument of his own ſcorn, by falling in love: And ſuch | 


a man is Claudio. I have known; when there was no mu- 


ſic with him but the drum and the fife ; and now had he 


rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have known, when 
he would have walk'd ten mile afoot, to fee a good ar- 
mour; and now will he lye ten nights awake, carving the 
faſhion of a new doublet. He was wont to ſpeak plain, 


and to the purpoſe, like an honeſt man, and a ſoldier: 


and now be is turn'd orthographer ; his words are a very 
fantaſtical banquet, juſt ſo many ſtrange diſhes. May I be 
ſo converted; and fee with theſe eyes? I cannot tell; I 
think not: I will not be ſworn, but love may transform 
me to an oyſter ; but I'll take my oath on it, till he have 


made an oyſter of me, he ſhall never make me ſuch a mm | 


One woman is fair ; yet I am well: another is wiſe ; 


Iam well: another virtuous; yet I am well: but til al 


graces be in one woman, one woman ſhall not come in my 
orace, Rich ſhe ſhall be, that's certain; wiſe, or I'll 
none; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or I'll 
never look on her; mild, or come not hear me; noble, or 
not J for an angel; of good diſcourſe, an excellent muſician, 
and her hair ſhall be of what colour it pleaſe God. Ha! 
the prince and monſieur Love! I will hide me in the ar- 
bour, | [#ithdraws, 


Enter Don PEDRO, LEONATo, CLAup1o, and BAL- 
HAZ AR. „ 
Pedro. Come, ſhall we hear this muſic? ' 
Claud. Vea, my good lord :—how ſtill the evening is, 


As huſh'd on purpoſe to grace harmony ! 
Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himſelf ? 


* Claud. O very well, my lord: the muſic ended, 


6 Wen fit the kid fox With a penny - worth. 
C23 1 
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* Pedro.” Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that ſong 2. 
gain, 
: Balt. O good my lord, tax not ſo bad a voice. 
To ſlander muſie any more than once. 

Pedro. It is the witneſs ſtill of excellency, 
To put a ſtrange face on his own perfetion :— 
J pray thee ſing, and let me woo no more. 

% Balth. Becauſe you talk of wooing, I will ſing : 
& Since many a wooer doth commence his ſuit 
& To her he thinks"not worthy; yet he v wooes ; 
* Yet will he ſwear, he loves. 
Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come: 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 

% Do it in notes. 

© Balt. Note this before my notes, 
« There's not a note of mine, that's worth the noting, 

4 Pedro. Why theſe are very crotchets that he ſpeaks; 
« Note, notes, forſooth, and noting 1” 
Bene. Now, Divine air ! now is his foul raviſh'd !— 

Ts it not ſtrange, that ſheeps guts ſhould hale ſouls out 
of men's bodies !—Well, a horn for my money, when alls 
done. 


8 ON: G. 


Sigh no more, ladies, ſigh no more, 
Men Were decetvers ever; 
One foot in fon, and one on ſhore, 
To one thing conſtant never : 
Then ſigh not ſo, 
But let them go, 
And be you blyth and bonny ; 
Converting all your ſounds of wae 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 
Sing no more ditties ſing no mo 
Of dumps ſo dull and heavy; 
The frauds of men were ever 1, 
Since ſummer firſt was leavy. 


Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 


: pedro. By my troth, a good ſong. 
Balth, And an ill finger, my lord. 
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« Pedro. Ha? no; no, faith; thou ſing'ſt wel enough 
« for a ſhift.” 

Bene. [Ajide.) An he had been a dog, that ſhould have 
howl'd thus, they would have hang'd him: and | pra 
God, his bad voice bode no miſchief! 1 bad as lief have 
heard the night-r 8985 10 come what plague could have 
« come after it.” 

Pedro. Yea, mirry; hoſt thou hear, Baithazar ? 
I pray thee, get us ſome excellent muſic ; for to-morrow 
night we would have it at the lady Hero' $ | chamber- win- 
dow. 

Balth. The beſt 1 can, my lord. 

[ Exit Bain R. 
Rae Do ſo: farewel. Come bither, Leonato; What 
| was it you told me of to-day, that your niece Beatrice was 
is love with ſignior Benedick ? | 

Claud. O, ay z-—Stalk on, ſtalk on, the fowl ſits. [Abde 
to Pedro. ] I did never thiak thar lady would have loved 
any man. 

Leon, . nor I e but moſt wonderful, that ſhe' 
ſhould ſo dote on ſignior Benedick, whom ſhe hath jn all 
outward behaviours ſeem'd ever to abhor. 

Vene. Is't poſiible : ? Sits the wind jn that corner ? 

Ade. 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, [ cannot tell what to think 
of it, but that ſhe loves him with an euraged affection 
| it is paſt the infinite of thought. 

Pedro. May be, ſhe doth but counterfeit, 

Claud. Faith, like enough, 

Leon. O God ! ! counterfeit | There never was counter- 

feit of paſſion came ſo near the life of palin, as ſhe diſco- 
vers it, | 

Pedro. Why, what effects of paſſion thews ſhe ? 

aud Bait the hook well: this fiſh will bite, [4/7 des 

Leon, What effects, my lord! She will fit you, —— 
| You heard my daughter tell you how, 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

Pedro. How, how I pray you? You amaze me: I 
would have thought her ſpirit had been jnvincible againſt 

| all aſſaults of affection. 


C 3 . Leon. 
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Leon. 1 wonld have ſworn it had, my lord; ; eſpecially 
| againſt Benedick. 
| Bene. LAſde.] I ſhould think this a gull, but that the 
' | white- bearded fellow ſpeaks it ; knavery cannot, ſure, hide 
himſelf in ſuch reverence. 


_ Claud, He hath ta'en the infetion; hold it up, 


[ ide. 
| Pedro. Hath ſhe made her affection known to Bene. 
1 - bak . | 
il | Leon, No; and [wears ſhe never will : that's her tor. 
f ment. 


| „ Claud. Tis true, indeed ; ſo your daughter 5 
i „ & Shall J, ſays ſhe, that have ſo oft encounter'd bini with 
| | ſcorn, write to him that J love him? | 
Leon. This ſays ſhe now when fhe is beginning to 
« write to him: for ſhe'll be up twenty times a night; and 
„„ there ſhe will ſit in her ſmock, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
1 | « of paper: my daughter tells us all. 
=. Claud. Now you talk of a ſheet of paper, [ remember 
| te a pretty jeſt your daughter told us of. 
[| % Leon. Oh,—When ſhe had writ it, and was s reading 
[| ce jt over, ſhe found Benedick and Beatrice between the 
| 6 ſheer ? 3 
|| | 0 Claud. That. 
| Leon. O, ſhe tore the letter into a thouſand half pence; 
& rail'd at herſelf, that ſhe ſhould be fo immodeſt to write 
% to one that ſhe knew would flout her: I meaſure him, 
«© ſays ſhe, by py own ſpirit ; for, I ſhould flout bim, if be 
& writ to me; yea, though I love him, I ſhould. 
Claud. Then down upon her knees ſhe falls, weeps, 
& ſobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curſes —0 
40 fveet Benedick ! God give me patience. 
Leon. She doth, indeed; my daughter ſays fo: . 
the eeſtacy hath ſa much overborne her, that my pe i 
ſometime afraid ſhe Will do deſperate outrage to herſelf; 
It is very true.” _ 
Pedro. It were good, that Benedlck knew of i it by ſome 
other, if ſhe will not diſcover it. 
% Claud. To what end? He. would but make a ſport of 
& it, and torment the poor lady worſe. 
« Pedro. An he ſhould, it were an alms to hang dee 
She's 
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& She's an excellent ſweet lady; aud, out of all ſuſpicion, 
„ ſhe js virtuous, 
(aud. And ſhe is exceeding wiſe. 

« Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Bcnedick, 

« Leon. O, my lord, wiſdom and blood combating in 
« ſo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood 


„ hath the victory. I am ſorry for her, as I have oy” 


« cauſe, being her uncle and her guardian, 

« Pedro. I would, ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me; 
J would have daff'd all other reſpects, and made her 
„half myſelf:” I pray you tell Benedick of it, and hear 
what he will ſay. 

Leon. Were it good, think you? 

« Claud. Hero thinks ſurely, ſhe will die: for ſhe ſays, 
« ſhe will die if he love her not; and ſhe will die ere 


e ſhe make her love known; and ſhe will die if he woo 


{© her, rather than ſhe will bate one breath of her accuſ- 
© tom'd eroſsneſs, 


« Pedro. She doth well: if ſhe ſhould make tender of 


* her love,” tis very poſſible, he'll fcorn it; for the man, 
as you know all, hath a contemptible ſpirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

& Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happineſs. 
% Claud. Fore God, and in my mind, very wile. 

* Pedro. He doth, indeed, ſhew ſome iparks that are 
* like wit. 

Leon. And 1 take him to be valiant. 

% Pedro. As Hector, I aſſure you: and in the manag- 
ing of quarrels you may ſee he is wile ; for either he a- 
* voids them with great diſcretion, or undertakes them 
„with a chriſtian-like fear. 


«* Leon, If he do fear God, he muſt neceſſarily keep 


* peace; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a 
* quarrel with fear and trembling. 


Pedro. And fo will he do; for the man doth fear 
God, howſoever it ſeems not in bim, by ſome large 


« jeſts he will make, Well, I am ſorry for your niece : 
“Shall we go ſeek Benedick, and tell him of her love?“ 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it out 
Vith good counſel. 


C4 Leox. 
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Leon. Nay, that's impoſſible ; ; ſhe may wear her heart 
out firſt. 
Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your dauph- 4 
ter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well; and ! 
could wiſh he would modeſtly examine himſelf, to ſec 
how much he is unworthy to have ſo good a lady. 
Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 
Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will never 
truſt my expectation. LAſide. 
Pedro. Let there be the ſame net ſpread for her, and 
chat muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman carry. The 
ſport will be, when they hold an opinion of one another's 
dotage, and no ſuch matter; that's the ſcene that I would 
ſee, which will be merely a dumb ſhow.” Let us ſend. 
her to call him to dinner. [Aide] | Exeunt. 


BENEDICK advances from the arbour. 


Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was ſadly 
| borne. —They have the truth of this from Hero. They 
ſeem to pity the lady; it ſeems, her affections have the 

full bent. Love me! why, it muſt be requited. I hear 
how I am cenſur'd : they fay, I will bear myſelf proudly, 
if I perceive the love come from her; they ſay too, that ſhe 
will rather die than give any ſign of affeQion. —] did never 
5 think to marry : — I muſt not ſeem proud :—happy are 
| they that hear their detractions, and can put them to 
mnending. They ſay, the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I can 
bear them witneſs :: and virtuous ;—'tis ſo, I cannot re- 
| prove it: and wiſe—but for loving me: By my troth it 
| - is no addition to her wit ;—nor no great argument of her 
| folly, for I will be horribly in love with her, —I may 
chance have ſome odd quirks and remnants of wit broken 
on me, becauſe I have rail'd ſo long againſt marriage: 
But doth not the appetite alter? A man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot endure in his age: — Shall quips, 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the brain, awe a 
man from the career of his humour? No: the world muſt 
be peopled. When I ſaid, I would die a bachelor, I did 
not think I ſhould live till I were narry'd.— Here comes 
Beatrice; By this day, ſhe's a fair lady; I do ſpy ſome 
marks of love in her. 


Enter 
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Enter BEATRICE, 


Beat. Againſt wy will, I am ſent to bid you come in 
to dinner. 
Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 


Beat, I took no more pains for thoſe thanks, than you 


take pains to thank me; if it had been painful, I would 
not have comm. 

Biene. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage ? 

Beat. Yea, juſt as much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choak a daw withal ;:—You have no 
' ſtomach, ſignior; fare you well. | Exit. 
Bene. Ha! Against my will 1 am ſent to bid you come in 
to dinner there's a double meaning in that. I rok no 
more pains for thoſe thanks, than you take pains to thank 
me—that's as much as to ay, Any pains that I take for 


you is as eaſy as thanks: — If I do not take pity of her, 1 


am a villain; it I do not love her, I am a Jew: I will 
80 5 her — 5 | | „ 


— 


— and 


- - > 
—— : : P - No, 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


| Cintinues in the Orchard. Enter HERO, MaxGARET, 
and URSULA. 


Hero. 


Goos Margaret, run thee into the parlour ; 
There ſhalt thou find my couſin Beatrice 

“ Propoſing with the prince and Claudio; 

Whiſper her ear, and tell her, I and UiCala 

Walk in the orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 

Is all of her; ſay, that thou overbeard'ſt us; 

And bid her ſteal into the pleached bower, 

* Where honey-ſuckles, ripen'd by the ſun, 

* Forbid the ſun to enter ;—like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 


* Againit that power that bred it ;—there will ſhe hide 


herz 


To 
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To liſten our r purpoſe : This is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. | 
Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
ſently. [ Exit. 
Hero. Now, Urſula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, e 
Our talk muſt only be of Benedict; :: 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praiſe him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee muſt be, how Benedick 
Is fick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-ſay, Now begin, 


Enter BEAT RICE, behind. 


for look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to hear our conference. 
U. The pleaſant'ſt angling is to ſee the fiſh . 
Cut with her Pre oars the ſilver ſtream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear loſe nothing 
Of the falſe ſweet bait that we lay for it, — 
:, [They ee to the bower, 
No, truly, Urſula, ſhe is too diſdainful; 
1 know, her ſpirits are as coy and wild 
As 5 of the rock. 
Urſ. But are you ſure, 
That Benedick loves Beatrice ſo entirely ? 
Hero. So ſays the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
_« Ur/. And did they bid youtell her of it, madam ? 
% Hero.“ They did intreat me to acquaint her of it: 
But I perſuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To with him wreſtle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice Know of it. 
Urſ. Why did you ſo? Doth not the gentleman 
Deſerve as full, as fortunate a bed, 


As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon ? 
| | | # £76 
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Hero O God of love! I know, he doth deſerve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder ſtuff than that of Beatrice; 
Diſdain and ſcorn ride ſparkling in her eyes 
Miſpriſing what they look on; and her wit 
Values itſelf ſo highly,” that to her 
All matter elſe ſeems weak: ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no ſhape nor project of affection, 
dhe is fo ſelf-endeared. 
Urſ. Sure, I think ſo; 
And therefore, certainly i it were not good 
She knew his love, leſt ſhe make ſport at it. 
Hero Why, you ſpeak truth: I never yer ſaw man, 
How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 
She'd ſwear, the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an aglet very vilely cut : 
if ſpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
If filent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns ſhe every man the wrong (ide out; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſ. Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable. 
Hera. No; not to be fo odd, and from all faſhions, 
« As Beatrice is, cannot be de Af 
But who dare tell her ſo? If I ſhould ſpeak, 
_ She'd mock me into air; O, ſhe mocld laugh me 
Out of myſelf, preſs me to death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Conſume away in ſighs, waſte inwardly: 
It were a better death than die with mocks; 
* Which is as bad as die with tickling.” 
Urf. Yet tell her of it; hear what ſhe will ſay. 
Hero. No; rather ! will e 80 to Benedick, 
And counſel him to fight againſt his paſſion: 
And, truly, I'll deviſe ſome honeſt anders 
ä To 
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To ſtain my couſin with; one doth not know, 

How much an ill word may empoiſon liking. 
Ur. O, do not do your couſin ſuch a wrong. 

She cannot be ſo much without true judgment, 


(Having fo ſweet and excellent a wit, 


As ſhe is priz'd to have) as to refuſe 
So rare a gentleman as ſignior Benedick. 
„Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 


Always excepted my dear Claudio. 


+ Ur/. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
«« Speaking my fancy; ſignior Benedick, 


For ſhape, for bearing, argument and valour, 


Goes formoſt in report through Italy.“ 
Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
Ur/, His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.— 


When are you marry'd, madam ? 


Hero. Why, every day to morrow : Come, go in, 


I'll ſhew thee ſome attires: and have thy counſel, 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to-morrow. 


Uf. She's lim'd, I warrant you; we have caught her, 
madam. . 
Hero. If it proves ſo, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, ſome with ln 
[ Exeunt, 


BEATRICE advancing. 


Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ? 2 
Stand I condemn'd for pride and ſcorn ſo much ? 
Contempt, farewel! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of ſuch, 


And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee 


Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand 
If thou doſt love, my kindneſs ſhall incite thee 
Io bind our loves up in a holy band: 
For others ſay, thou doſt deſerve; and [ 


Believe it better than reportingly. { Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


LroxATs's Houſe. Enter Don PEDROo, CTAUDIO, 


BENEDICK, and LEONATO. 


pedro. 1 do but ſtay till your marriage be conſummate 
and then go I toward Arragon. 


Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll rouch- 


ſafe me. 


2 Nay, * that would be as great a ſoil in the new 


loſs of your marriage, as to ſhew a child his new coat, 


06 = forbid him to wear it.” I will only be bold with 


Benedick for his company; for, from the crown of his 
head to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth; he hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-ſtring, and the little 


hangman dare not ſhoot at him: he hath a heart as ſound 


as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper ; for what his heart 
thinks,. his tongue ſpeaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been: 

Leon. So ſay I; methinks, you are ſadder. 

Claud. J hope, he be in love. 


Pedro. Hang him, truant; there's no true drop of 


blood in him, to be truly touch d with love: if he be ſad, 


he wants money. 


Bene. I have the tooth · ach. 

Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it. 

* Claud. You muſt he” it firſt, and draw it after- 
ee ar ds.“ 
Pedro. What? ſigh for the tooth. ach? 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm? 


4 Bene, Well, Every one can maſter a grief, but he that 
„ 


Claud. vet ſay I, he is in love. 

« Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unleſs it be a fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes; 
' © as to be a Dutch man to-day; a French man to-mor- 


* r.; or in the ſhape of two countries at once; as 
* a German from the waiſt downward, all flops ; and a 


_ «« Spaniard 
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« with him; and the old ornament of his Cheek hath 


: clude, conclude he is in love. 


r r 


* Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet: Unleſz 
& he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, 
& he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it to appear 
4 he is. 

% Claud“ If he be not in love with ſome woman, 
there is no believing old ſigns : he bruſhes his hat o 
mornings : What ſhould hae bode ! ? 

« Pedro. Hath any man ſeen him at the barber's ? 

% (aud. No, but the barber's man hath been ſeen 


« already ſtuft'd tennis-balls, 
Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the 
« Joſs of a beard. * 
Pedro. Nay, he rubs himſelf with civet : Can you 
ſmell him out by that? 
Claud. That's as much as to ſay, The ſweet youth's | in 
love. 
Pedro. The greateſt note of it, is his melancholy. 
© Claud, And when was he wont to waſh his face ? 
* Pedro. Yea, or to paint himſelf? for the which, [ 
&« hear, what they fay of him.“ | 
Claud. Nay, but his jefting ſpirit ; which is now crept 
into a Jute-ſtring, ** and now govern'd by ſtops.” 
Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him : Con- 


Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 
Pedro. That would I know too; I warrant, one that 
knows him not. 
Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions as in Jeſpight of 
all, dies for him. 
Pedro. She ſhall be buried with her face upwards. 
Bene, Yet is this no charm for the tooth=ach.—O1d 
ſignior, walk aſide with me; I have ſtudied eight or 
nine wiſe words to ſpeak to you, which theſe hobby- 
horſes muſt not hear. 
_ [Exennt BENRDIckK and LEONAT0: 
Bath For my lite, to break with him about Beatrice. 
Claud. Tis even ſo: Hero and Margaret have by this 
time play'd their parts with Beatrice; and then the two 
bears will not bite one dart when they meet. | 


| E ater 
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Enter Don Jon. 


abn. My lord and brother, God fave you. 
. Good den, brother. 


John. If your leiſure ſerv'd, I would ſpeak with you. 
Pedro. In private ? 


John. If it pleaſe you: - yet count Claudio may Near! 
for what I would ſpeak of, concerns him. 

Pedro. What's the matter? | 

Fe Means your lordſhip to be married to morrow ? 


[To Cr audio, 
Pedro. Vou know, Th does. 


John. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, diſ- 
cover it. 

John. You may think, I love you not; let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that 1 now will mani- 
feſt: For my brother, I think, he holds you well; and 
in dearneſs of heart hath holp to effect your enſuing 
marriage: ſurely, ſuit ill-ſpent, and labour ill- beſtow'd! 
Pedro. Why, what's the matter? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 


ſhorten'd (for ſhe hath been too 100g. a talking of), the 
lady is difloyal. | 


Claud. Who? Hero? 


Juabn. Even ſhe; Leonato' 8 Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

Claud. Diſloyal ? 

Jobn. The word is too good to paint out her wicked» 
neis; I could ſay, ſhe were worſe ; think you of a worſe 


_ title, and I will fig her to it. Wonder not till further 
Warrant: go but with me to-night, you ſhall ſee her 


chamber-window enter'd; even the night before her 
wedding- day: if you love her then, to-morrow wed her; 


— would better fit your honour to change Jour 
min | 


| + Claud. May this be ſo? 
_ Pedro, I will not think it. — 
John. If you dare not truſt that you or, confeſs not 
that you know: If you will follow me, I will ſhew you 
enough; 
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enough ; and when you have ſeen more, and beard mote, 
proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I tee any thing to-night why I ſhould not 
marry ber; to-morrow, in the congregation, where ] 
ſhould wed, there will | ſhame her. 

Pedro. Aud, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to diſgrace her. 

Jobn. I will diſparage her no farther, till you are my 
witneſſes: bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the 
iſſue ſhew itſelf. 

Pedro. O day untowardly turned! 

<« Claud. O miſchief ſtrangely thwarting! 

John. O plague right well prevented! 
4 80 you will ſay, when you have ſeen the leque 


|. 55 
- | Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


The Street. Enter Do BERRY and VERGEs, with the 
| | Watch, | | 


Degb. Are you good men and true ? 
Verg. Yea, or elle it were pity but they ſhould ſuffer 
falvation, body and ſoul. _ 

Dogb. Nay that were a puniſhment too good for them, 
if hay ſhould have any allegiance in them, being choſen 
for the prince's watch. 

Derg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
berry. | 
Dogb. Firſt, ho think you the moſt deſartleſs man to 
be a conſtable? 
I Watch. Hugh Oatcake, fir, or George Seacoal ; for =X 
they can write and read. | 


* 1 — 
— 
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Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God hath , 

bleſs'd you with a good name: to be a well-favour'd man | 

is the gift of fortune; but to write and read comes by 9 

nature. F* 

2 Watch. Both which, maſter conſtable, — * 

3 Dogb. You have; I knew it would be your fewer, Ft 


| Well, tor your favour, fir, why, give God thanks, a 
NP, ma 
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make no boaſts of it; and for your writing and reading, 
jet that appear when there is no need of ſuch vanity. 
You are thought here to be the moſt ſenſeleſs and fit man 
for the conſtable of the watch; therefore bear you the 
fantern: This is your charge; you ſhall comprehend all 
vagrom men; you are to bid any man ſtand, in the 
prince's name. . e TEE EY 
2 Watch. How if he will not ſtand ? 

Dogb.Why then, take no note of him, but let him go; 
and preſently call the reſt of the watch together, and 
thank God you are rid of a knave, 

Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is bidden, he is 
none of the prince's ſubjects. oc 
- Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none but 
the prince's ſubje&s :—You ſhall alſo make no noiſe in the 
ſtreets; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is moſt 
tolerable and not to be endur'd. ET, 

2 Watch. We will rather ſleep than talk; we know 
What belongs to a watch, . | 
Dogb. Why, you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt quiet 

watchman; for I cannot ſee how ſleeping, ſhould offend : 
only, have a care that your bills be not ſtolen !—Well, 
you are to call at all the ale-houſes, and bid them that 
are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How if they will not? 


4 £ 


Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are ſober ; 
it they. make you not then the better anſwer, you may 
ſay, they are not the men you took them for. 
ird. Well, ſir. 5 5 

Degb. If you meet a thief, you may ſuſpect him, by 
virtue of your office, to be no true man; and, for ſuch 
kind of men, the leſs you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is for your honeſty. = 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, ſhall we not 
lay hands en him ? „„ * 
Dogb. Truly, by your office you may; but I think, 
they that touch pitch will be defil'd: the moſt peaceable 


| VWay for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let him ſhew 


himſelf what he is, and ſteal out of your company. 
Verg. You have always been call'd a merciful man, 
partner: | | 


* Wy Dogb. 
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Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will; 
much more a man who hath any honeſty 1 in him, 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you muſt 
call to the nurſe, and bid her ſtill it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurſe be aſleep, and will not hear 
us? | 
Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the child 
wake her with crying : for the ewe that will not hear 
her lamb when it baes, will never anſwer a calf when he 
bleats. 

Verg. Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, conſtable, 

are to preſent the prince's own perſon ; if you meet the 
prince in the night, you may ſtay him, 

Vierg. Nay, by'rlady, that, I think, he cannot. 

Dogb. Five ſhillings to one on't, with any man that 
knows the ſtatues, he may ſtay him: marry, not without 
the prince be willing : for, indeed, the watch ought to 
_ offend no man; and it is an offence to ſtay a man again. 
his will. 

Verg. By'rlady, I think, it be ſo. 

Dog, Ha, ha, ha! Well, maſters, good night; at! 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me : keep 
your fellows' counſels and your own, and good — 
Come, neighbour. 

2 Match. Well, maſters, we hear our charge: let us 
go ſit here upon the church. bench till two, and then al! 
to bed. 

Dogh. One word more, honeſt neighbours: 1 pray you, 
watch about ſignior Leonato's door; for the wedding 
being there to-morrow, there is a great coil to- night; 
Adieu, be vigilant, I beſeech you. | 

 [Exount DOGBERRY and VERGEs. 


Enter Box ACH1o and COnRADE. 


Bora. What! Conrade,— 
Watch. Peace, ſtir not. [ Afide. 
Bora. Conrade, I ſay! . 
Conr. Here man I am at thy elbow, 
ora. Maſs, and my elbow itch'd ; I thought, there 


would a ſcab follow. 
| « (nr. 
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40 ur. L will owe thee an anſwer for that; and now 
« forward with thy tale. 


% Bora.“ Stand thee cloſe then under this pent- houſe, | 


for it drizzles rain; and I will, like a true drunkard, 
utter all to thee. 

. [Aſide.] Some treaſon, maſters; yet ſtand 
cloſe. 
Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John, a 

thouſand ducats. 
Cony. Is it poſſible that any villainy ſhonld be ſo dear? 
Bora. Thou ſhould'ſt rather aſk, if it were poſſible 
any villainy ſhould be fo rich; for when rich villains 


have need of poor ones, Poor ones may make what price 
they will. 
Cnr, I wonder at it. 


Bora. That ſhews, thou art e Thou | 
knoweſt that the faſhion of a doubler, or a hat, or a2 


cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Our. Ves, it is apparel. 

Bora. I mean, the faſhion. 

Conr. Yes, the faſhion is the faſhion. 

Bora. Tuſh! I may as well ſay, the fool's the fool. 
But ſee'ſt thou not, what a deformed thief this faſhion 
is? 

Watch. T know that Deformed ; he bs been a vile 
thief theſe ſeven year; he goes up and down like a gen- 
tleman: I remember his name. 

Bora. Didſt thou not hear ſome body ? 

nr. No; twas the vane on the houſe. 

Bora. Seeſt thou not, I ſay, what a deformed thief 
this faſhion is? how giddily he turns about all the hot 
bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty? “ ſome- 
time, faſhioning them like Pharaoh's ſoldiers in the 
« reechy painting ; ſometime, like god Bel's prieſts in the 
© old church window; ſometime, like the ſhaven Her- 


© cules in the ſmirch'd worm-eaten tapeſtry, where his 


cod. piece ſeems as maſly as his club ? 
Conr. All this I ſee; and ſee, that the faſhion wears 


out more apparel than the man: But“ art not thou thy- 


D 2 felf 
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ſelf giddy with the faſhion too, that thou haſt ſhifted out 
of thy tale into telling me of the faſhion? 
Bora. Not fo neither: but know, that I have to- -night 
wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero; ſhe leans me out at her miſtreſs's chamber. 
window, bids me a thouſand times good night—I tell this 


tale vilely :—I ſhould firſt tell thee, how the prince, 


Claudio, and my maſter, planted and placed, and poſſeſ- 
ſed by my maſter Don John, ſaw afar off in the orchard 
this amiable encounter. 
Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero? 
Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; but 
the devil my maſter knew ſhe was Margaret; and part- 


* ly by his oaths, which firſt poſſeſs'd them, partly by 


e the dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly 
66 by my villainy, which did confirm any ſlander that Don 
« John had made,” away went Claudio enraged ; ſwore 
he would meet her, as he was appointed, next morning 


at the temple, and there, before the whole congregation, 


ſhame her with what he ſaw o'er night, and ſend her home 


again without a huſband. 


Match. We charge you in the princeꝰ s name, ſtand. 
2 Hatch. Call up the right maſter Conſtable : We have 


hers recovered the moſt dangerous piece of lechery that 


ever was known in the common: wealth. 

1 Hatch. And one Deformed is one of them; I know 
him, he wears a lock. v 

Conr. Maſters, maſters.— _ 

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, [ 
warrant you. 

Conr. Maſters, — 


1 Watch. Never ſpeak; we charge you, let us obey 


yon to go with us. 
Bora, We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 


taken up of theſe men's bills. 


« Gonr. A commodity in queſtion, 1 warrant you. 


Come, we'll obey you.  [Exeunt. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


An Apartment in LronA ro s Houſe. Enter Ho, Max- | 


GARET, and URSULA. 


ec 1 Good Urſula, Wake oy couſin Beatrice, and 
&« deſire her to riſe, 

% Urſ. 1 will, lady. 

«© Hero. And bid her come hither. 


% Urſ. Well.“ [Exit URSULA. 


Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato were better. 

Here. No, pray thee, Good Meg, I'll wear this, 

Marg. By my troth, it's not ſo good ; and I warrant, 
your-couſin will ſay ſo. _ 

Hero. My couſin's a fool, and chou art another; Til 
wear none but this. 


Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, ce if the 
“ hair were a thought browner ;” and your gown's a moſt. 


rare faſhion, i'faith. I ſaw the dutcheſs of Milan 8 n 
that they praiſe ſo. 
% Hero, O, that exceeds, they lay. 


% Marg. By my troth, it's but a night gown in reſpect 


* of yours: Cloth of gold, and cuts, and lac'd with 


*« filver; ſet with pearls, down ſleeves, fide ſleeves, and 
6 ſkirts round, underborne with a bluiſh tinſel:“ but for 


a fine, quaint, graceful, ang excellent faſhion, yours is 


worth ten on't. 9 355 


Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart i is ex- 
ceeding heavy! 


Marg. Twill be heavier ſoon, by the weight of a man. 5 


Hero, Fie upon thee ! art not aſham'd ! 
« Marg. Of what, lady ? of ſpeaking honourably | ? Is 


* not marriage honourable i in a beggar? Is not your lord 


* honourable without marriage? 1 think you would have 
me ſay, ſaving your revererice,—a huſband: an bad 
* thinking do not wreſt true ſpeaking, I'll offend no 

* body: Is there any harm in—the heavier for a huſband © 


* None, I think, an it be the right huſband, and the 


right wife; otherwiſe, tis light, and not heavy : Alk 
“ my lady Beatrice elſe, here ſhe comes.” 
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Enter BLATRICE, 


Hero. Good morrow, coz. | 

Beat. Good morrow, ſweet Hero. 

Hero, Why, how now! do you ſpeak in the ſick tune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

* Marg. Clap us into Light s Love; that goes with- 
& out a burden; do you ſing it, and I'll dance it. 

« Beat, Yea, Light o Love; with your heels !—then 
“ if your huſband have tables enough, you'll look he 
& ſhall lack no barns. 


Marg. O illegitimate conſtruction! 1 ſcorn that— 
« with my heels. 


© Bet,” *Tis almoſt five ook, couſin: *tis time 


you were ready. By my troth, I [ am exceeding ill ;— 


hey ho! 
Murg. For a hawk, a horſe, or a huſband? 
«© Beat, For the letter that begins them all, H. 


* Marg. Well, an you be not turn'd Turk, there's 
* no more failing by tbe ſtar. 


«© Beat, What means the fool, trow? 
te Marg. Nothing. I; but God ſend every one their 


6 heart's deſire! 


„Hero. Theſe loves the count ſent me, they are at 
tc excellent perfume. 


& Beat. I am ſtuff'd, couſin, I cannot ſmell. 
„Marg. A maid, and ſtuff d! there's goodly catching 
rt of cold. 
« 'Beat. O, God help me! God help me! how fam. 
have you profeſs'd apprehenſion ? ? 
* Marg. Ever ſince you left it; Doth not my wit be- 


| « come me rarely * 


Beat. lt is not ſcen enough, you ſhould. wear it in 
6 your cap. „By my troth, I am ſick. 

Marg. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd Carduus Bene- 
dictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only thing for 
a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick'ſt her with a thiſtle.” 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? vou have ſome 
moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg, Moral ? 'no by my troth, I have no moral mean- 


9 | ing; 
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ing; I meant, plain holy-thiſtle. You may think, per- 
chance, that I think you are in love: nay, by'rlady, I am 


not ſuch a fool to think what I liſt; nor I liſt not to 


think what I can; nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I 
would think my heart out o' thinking, that you are in 
love, or that you will be in love, or that you can be in love: 
yet Benedick was ſuch another, and now is he become a 
man: he ſwore he would never marry; and yet now, in 
deſpight of his heart, he eats his meat without grudging : 
and how you may be converted, I know not: but, me- 
thinks, you look with your eyes as other women do. 
Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 
Marg. Not a falſe gallop. 


| Re-enter Un SUL As 


Ui. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the count, ſignior 
Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, 
are come to fetch you to church, 5 
Hero, Help to dreſs me, good coz, good Meg, good 
o | 


— — a » 


SCENE v. 


Another Apartment in LEONAT0's Houſe, Enter LE0- 


NATO, with Dos BERRY and VERGESs 


Leon. What would you have with me, honeſt neigh- 
bour ? 8 8 | 
Dogb. Marry, fir, I would have ſome confidence with 
you, that decerns you nearly. - 
L. eon. Brief, I pray you; for you ſee, tis a buſy time 
with me. I Es Ss 
Dogb. Marry, this it is, fir. 
Verg. Yes, in truth it is, fire 
Leon. What is it, my good friends? 


Dogb. Goodman Verges, fir, ſpeaks a little of the mat- 


ter: an old man, fir, and his wits are fo blunt, as, God 
help, I would deſire they were; but, in faith, honeſt, as 
the ſkin between his brows. 3 5 


D a4 | Verg. | 
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Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honeſt as any man 
liviog, that is an old man, and no honeſter than I. 


Dogb. Compariſons are odorous: 8 as, neighbour 
Verg es. 


1 3 Neighbours, you are tedious. 
Dogb. It pleaſes your worſhip to ſay ſo, but we are the 
poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own part, if j 


were as tedious as a king, I could find 1 in my heart to be- 
ſtow it all to your worſhip. 


Leon. All thy tediouſneſs on me ! ha! 
Dogb. Vea, and 'twere a thouſand times more than tis 
for I hear as good exclamation on your worſhip, as of any 


man in the city; and though, 1 be but a poor man, I am 
glad to hear it. 


Verg. And fo am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to ſay. 

Perg. Marry, fir, our watch to-night, excepting your 
worſhip? s preſence, hath ta'en a cou ple of as arrant knave? 
as any in Meſhna, 

Dogb. A good old man, 1 7 * will be talking; as 
they ſay, When the age is in, che wit is out; God help us! 
it is a world to ſee! — Well ſaid, i'faith, neighbour Ver- 

ges: — well, God's a good man; an two men ride of a 
horſe, one muſt ride behiud An honeſt ſoul, i'faith, 
ſir; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread : but, God is 

to be worſhipp'd; All men are not alike; alas 8904 
neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he « comes too ſhort of you. 

Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. 1 muſt leave you. 

Dogb. One word, fir: our watch have, 10 compre- 
hended two aſpicious perſons, and we would have them 
this morning examin'd before your worſhip. 

Leon. Take their examination yourſelf, and bring it 


me; I am now in great haſte, as may appear unto you. 
HDegb. It ſhall be ſuffigance. 


Leon. Drink ſome wine ere you go: : fare you well, 
% Enter a Meſſenger, 


& Me. My Jord, they ſtay for 0h to give 3 your daugh- 
* ter to her huſband, 


, Leon. 
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= Laon. I will wait 1 55 them; I am ready.” 
[Exit LEONATA. 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis _ 
coal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail z 
are now to examination theſe men. 

Verg. And we muſt do it wiſely. 

Dogb. We will ſpare for no wit, I warrant you ; here's 
that [touching his forehead] ſhall drive ſome of them to a 
non- com: only get the learned writer to ſet down our ex- 
communication, and meet me at the Jail. LO, 


2 ; n 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


Aer Euter Don PR DRO, Don Joun, LREONATO, 
Friar, CL AUDIO, BENEDICK, ko, and BEA- 
TRICE, | 


Leon. 


1 


Go friar Francis, be brief; only to the plain form 
of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular duties 
afterwards. 


Friar, You come hither, my lord, to marry this Oy 2 
Claud, No. 


Leon. To be marry'd to her, friar ; you come to marry 
her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to this 
count ? 

Hero. I do. | 5 

Friar. If either of you know any in ward impediment 


why you ſhould not be eonjained, I charge you, on your 
fouls, to utter it. 


Claud. Know you any, Hero? - 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his anſwer, none. 

Claud. O what men dare do! what men may do! what 
Men daily do! © not knowing what they do!“ 

Bene, How now | Interjections? © Why, then ſome be 
of laughing, as, ha! ha! he!” 

Claud. 
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Claud. Stand thee by, friar :—Father, by your leave; 
Will you with free and unconſtrained ſoul 
Give me this maid your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, ſon, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whoſe 
| worth _ | 
May counterpoile this rich and precious gift? 

Pedro. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 

Claud. "xe prince, you learn me noble thankful. 

neſs. 

There, Leonato, take her back again; j 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend: 


| She's but the ſign and ſemblance of her honour: — 


Behold, how like a maid ſhe bluſhes here: 

O, what authority and ſhew of truth 

Can cunning fin cover itſelf withal ! 

« Comes not that blood, as modeſt evidence, 

ce To witneſs ſimple virtue? Would you not ſwear, 


4 All you that ſee her, that ſhe were a maid, 
2 By theſe exterior ſhews ? But ſhe is none ;” 


She knows the heat of a luxurious bed: 


Her bluſh is guiltineſs, not modeſty. 


Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 
Claud. Not to be marry'd, not knit my ſoul 
To an approved wanton, 

Leon, Dear my lord, 

If you in your own pr oof, 


Have vanquiſh'd the reſiſtance of her youth, 


And made defeat of her virginity, 
Claud. I know what you would ſay ; if I have known 
—_ 
% Yow'll ſay, ſhe did embrace me as a huſband, 
« And ſo extenuate the forehand ſin * 


No, Leonato, 


I never tempted her with word too large; 
But, as a brother to a ſiſter, ſhew'd 
Baihful ſincerity and comely love. 
Hero And ſcem'd 1 ever otherwiſe to you ? 
Claud. Out on thy ſeeming! I will write againſt i it: 


Jou ſeem to me as Dian in her orb; 


As chaſte as is the bud ere it be blown; 
But 
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But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or thoſe pamper'd animals 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. | 
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth ſpeak ſo Wide? 
Leon, Sweet prince, why ſpeak not you ? 
Pedro. What ſhould I ſpeak ? 
I ſtand diſhonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common ſtale. 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dream! Y 
John. Sir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things are true, 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 
Hero. True, O God! © | 
Claud. Leonato, ſtand I here? 
Is this the prince: ? Is this the prince's brother? 
Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own? 
Leon. All this is ſo; But what of this, my lord? 
Claud. Let me but move one queſtion to your daugh- 
ter; 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon, J charge thee do fo, as thou art my child, 
Hero. O God defend me] how I am beſet !— 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 
Claud. To make you anſwer truly to your name, 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 
Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 
Hero itſelf can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yeſternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, anſwer to this. 
Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord. 
Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden.” —Leonata, 
I am ſorry, you muſt hear; Upon mine honour, 
Myſelf, my brother, and this grieved count, | 
Did ſee her, hear her, at that hour laſt night, 4 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window; 
Who hath, indeed, moſt like a liberal villain, 
Confeſs'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 
Jobn. Fie, fie! they are 
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Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be ſpoke of ; * 

There is not chaſtity enough in language, . 

Without offence, to utter them: Thus, pretty lady, 

J am ſorry for thy much miſgovernment. 

Claud. O Hero! what a Hero hadſt thou been 

If half thy outward graces had been plac dd 

About the thoughts and counſels of thy heart! 

But, fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair ! farewel, 

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity. ?. 

For thee I'Il lock up all the gates of love, 

And on my eye-lids ſhall conjecture hang, 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 

And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 
Beat. Why, how now, couſin, wherefore fink you 


Ps 


down ? 5 [HERO fwoors, 
John. Come, let us 80: theſe things, come thus to 
light, 


Smother her ſpirits up. 
I Exeunt Don PEDRO, Don JohN, and Cr Aupio. 
Bene. How doth the lady? _ 
Beat. Dead, I think; ; —Help, uncle: 
Hero! why, Hero !—uncle !—Signior Benedick \— friar ! 
Leon, O fate! take not away thy heavy hand ! 

Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame, 4 
That may be wiſh'd for. 

Beat. How now, couſin Hero? 

Friar. Have comfort, Rady, 

Leon, Doſt thou look up? 

Friar, Vea; Wherefore ſhould ſhe not? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her ? Could ſhe here 1627 
The ſtory that is printed in her blood ?— 
Po not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes: 
« For did I think, thou would'ft not quickly die, 
«© Thought I, thy ſpirits were ſtronger than thy ſhames, 
„ Myſelf would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life.” Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame! 
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one? 
© Why ever waſt thou lovely in my eyes? 
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« Why had I not, with charitable hand, 

« Took up a beggar” s iſſue at my gates; 

% Who ſmeared thus, and mir'd with infamy, 

« 1 might have ſaid, No part of it is mine, 

% This ſhame derives itſelf fr om unknown loins? 

« But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 

% And mine that I was proud on; mine ſo much, 

« That I myſelf was to myſelf not mine, 

« Valung of her; why, ſhe”—O, ſhe, is fallen 

Into a pit of ink! that the wide ſea. 

Hath drops too few to waſh her clean again; 

« And ſalt too little, which may Ro give 

« To her foul tainted fleſh !” 
Bene, Sir, fir, be patient: 

For my part, I am ſo attir'd in a wonder, 

I know not what to ſay. 
Beat. O, on my ſoul, my confih 1 is bely'd! 
Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laſt night? 
Beat. No, truly, not; although, until laſt night, 

T have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, that is ſtronger made, 

Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron 1 

Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie? 

Who lov'd her ſo, that, ſpeaking of her foulneſs, 

Waſh'd it with tears? Hence from her; let her die. 
Friar, Hear me a little; 

For I have only been ſilent ſo long, 

And given way unto this courſe of fortune, 

By noting of. the lady; I have mark'd 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 

To ſtart into her face; a thouſand innocent waer 

In angel whiteneſs bear away thoſe bluſhes; 

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that theſe princes hold 

Apainſt her maiden truth :—Call me a fool 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſervation, 

* Which with experimental ſeal doth warrant 

The tenour of my book; truſt not my age,” 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this ſweet lady lie not guiltleſs here 

Under fome biting error. 7 

2 eon. 
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Leon. Friar, it cannot be: 
Thou ſeeſt, that all the grace that ſhe hath left, 
Ts, that ſhe will not add to her datnnation | 
A ſin of perjury ; ſhe not denies it: 
Why ſeek'ſt thou then to cover with excuſe 
That, which appears in proper nakedneſs? 
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are lene of ? 
Hero. They know, that do accuſe me; I know none: 
If I know more of any man alive, 
*Than that which maiden modeſty doth warrant, 
Let all my fins lack mercy !—-O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. 
Friar. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the princes, 
Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honour ; 3 
And if their wiſdoms be miſled in this, 
The 25 of it lives in John the baſtard, 
Whoſe ſpirits toi] in frames of villainies. 
Leon. I know not; If they ſpeak but truth of hay; 
| "Theſe hands ſhall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudeſt of them ſhall well hear of it. 
* Time hath not yet fo dry'd this blood of _ 
Nor age fo eat up my invention, 
«« Nor fortune made ſuch havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends, 
« But they ſhall find, awak'd in ſuch a kind, 
Both ſtrength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
* To quit me of them thoroughly. : 
Friar. Pauſe awhile, 
And let my counſel ſway you in this caſe. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead; 
Let her awhile be ſecretly kept in. 
And publiſh it, that ſhe is dead indecd : 
«- Maintain a mourning oſtentation; 
« And on your family's old monument 
«© Hang mourntul epitaphs, and do all rites 
“ That appertain unto a burial.” 
| Leon. What ſhall become of this? What will this s do? 
. riar. 
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Friar. Marry, this, well carry'd, ſhall on her be half 
Change ſlander to remorſe; that is ſome good:“ 
But not for that, dream I on this ſtrange courfe, 
Bat on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it mult be ſo maintain'd, 
Upon the inſtant that ſhe was accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd, 
Of every hearer: For it fo falls out, 
« That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
« Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
« Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
„The virtue, that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 
« Whiles it was ours: —So will it fare with Claudio: 
„When he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon his words, 
© The idea of her life ſhall ſweetly creep 
„ Into his ſtudy of imagination; 
6 And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparel'd in more precious habit, 
„More moving, delicate, and full of life, 
5 Into the eye and proſpect of his ſou], 
„ Than when ſhe liv'd indeed ;—then ſhall he moura 
„(If ever love had intereſt in his liver), ́ö 
And with he had not ſo accuſed her; 
© No, though he thought his accuſation true. 
e Let this be fo, and doubt not but ſucceſs 
* Will faſhion the event in better ſhape 
“ Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
« But if all aim but this be levell'd falſe, 
** The ſuppoſition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
* And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her 
“(As beſt befits her wounded reputation) 
ln ſome recluſive and religious life, 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.” 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar adviſe you : 

And though, you know my inwardneſs and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As ſecretly, and juſtly, as your ſoul 
Should with your body. 

Leon, Being that I flow in grief, 


The 
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The ſmalleſt twine may lead me. : 
Friar. *Tis well conſented ; preſently away; 


« For to ſtrange ſores ſtrangely they ſtrain the 
cure | 


Come, lady, die to live.: this wedding day, | 
Perhaps, is but prolong's; have patience, and en- 
dure. [Exen, 


Manent BENEDICK and BrATRICE, 


Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 
Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I will not deſire that. 

Beat. You have no reaſon, I do it freely. 


Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cola? is wrong'd, 


Beat. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of me, 
that would right. her! 


Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 


Beat. A very even way, but no ſuch friend. 
Bene. May a man do it? 


Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 
Bene. I do love nothing in the world fo well as you : 


Is not that ſtrange ? 


% 


Beat. As ſtrange as the thing I know not: It were as 


poſſible for me to ſay, I loved nothing ſo well as you: but 
believe me not; and yet I lie not; I confeſs nothing, nor 


I deny nothing l am ſorry. for my couſin, 
Bene. By my ſword, Beatrice, thou lov'ſt me. 
Beat. Do not ſwear by i it, and eat it. 


Bene, I will ſwear by it, that you love me; and [ will 


make him eat it, that ſays, I love not you, 


Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 


Bene. With no ſauce that can be devie'd to it: 1 proteſt 
1 love thee. 


Beat. Why then, God forgive me 1 
Bene. What offence, ſweet Beatrice ? 
Beat. Vou have ſtaid me in a happy hour; I was about 


to proteſt I lov'd you. 


Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 


Beat. I love you with ſo much of my heart, that none 
is left to proteſt. 


Bens: Come, bid! me do any thipg for thee. 
Beet, 
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Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it: Farewel. 

Bene. Tarry, ſweet Beatrice. 

Beat. T am gone, though I am here ;—There f is no 
love in you :—nay, I pray you, let me 9. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firſt. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy! Fix | 

Beat. Is he not approv'd in the height a villain, that 
hath flander'd, ſcorn'd, diſhonour'd my kinſwoman ?— 
O, that I were a man What, bear her in hand until they 
come to take hands; and then with public accuſation, un- 
cover'd ſlander, unmitigated rancour, — O God, that 1 
were a man ! I would eat his heart in the market- place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 

r Talk with a man out at a window —4 proper 
ſaying! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice; 

Beat. Sweet Hero! —ſhe is © wrong, ſhe is llander'd, 
ſhe is undone, 

Bene. Beat—— 

Bat. Princes and counties! Surely, a princely teſti. 
mony, a goodly count-comfect; a ſweet gallant, ſurely! 
O that I were a man for his lake! or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my ſake! But manhood is melted into 
courteſies, valour into compliment, and men are only 
turned into tongue, and trim ones too: he is now as valiant 
as Hercules, that only tells a lye, and ſwears it: I cannot 
be a man with willing, theretore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice: By this hand, I love thee. 
: Beat. Uſe it for wy love ſome other way than ſwearing 

7 it. 
Bene, Think you in your foul, the count Claudio hath 
wrong'd Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as ſure as I have a thought, or a ſoul. 


Bene. Enough, I am eng g d.. I will challenge him; I {4 
Wi 
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What is your name, friend ? 


before ſuch Villains — Maſters, it is proved already that 
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will kiſs your hand, and fo leave you: By this hand, 
Claudio ſhall render me a dear account: As you hear of 
me, ſo think of me. Go comfort your couſin : | muſt. 
ſay, ſhe i is dead; and fo farewel. enn 


— 


SCENE II. 


A Priſen. Enter DoGztrey, VERGES, Bok achnio, 
COoNRADE, the Town-Clerk and Sexton in gowns, 


Dog 5. Is our whole ditfembiy appear'd? 
Verg. O, a ſtool and cuſhion for the ſexton! 
2 Which be the malefactors? | 
Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 1 
Verg. Nay, that's certain; we have the exhibition to 
examine. | 
Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex- 
amin'd * ? let them come before maſter conſtable. 
Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.— 


Bora. Borachio. 
Dogb. Pray, write down—Borachio.—Y ours, ſirrah ? 
mr. I am a gentleman, fir, and my name is Conrade. 


Dogb. Write down—maſter gentleman Conrade.— 
Maſters, do you lerve God ? 


Both. Yea, ſir, we hope. 
| BDvgb. Write down—that they hope they ſerve God :— 
and write God firſt; for God defend but God ſhould go 


you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go near 
, be thought ſo worth. How anſwer you for your- 
ves? . 


Conr. Marry, fir, we ſay, we are none. 
Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I aſſure you; but! 
will go about with him, —Come you hither, ſirrah; a 


word in your ear, fir; I fay to you, it is thought you are 
falſe knaves. 


Bora. Sir, I ſay to you, we are none. 
Dogb. Well, ſtand aſide.— Fore God, they are both i in 

a tale: Have you writ down that they are none? 
Cox toe 


v 
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| Sexton. Maſter conſtable, you go not the way to ex- 
amine; you muſt call the watch that aie their accuſers. 


Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the efteſt Way :— Let the | 


watch come forth :—-Maſters, I charge you in the prince's 
name accuſe theſe men. | 


Enter Watchmen. 


I Watch. This man ſaid, ſir, that Don John, the | 


rince's brother, was a villain. 
Dogb. Write dowa—Prince John a villain;—Why that 
is flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother—villain, 
Bora. Maſter conſtable, —— 
Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I Jo not like thy look, 
I promiſe thee. 
Sexton. What heard you him ſay elſe ? 
2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a Cookie du- 


cats of Don John, for ee the lady Hero 


fully. 

Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 
Verg. Vea, by the maſs, that it is. 

Sexton, What elle, fellow i * 


1 Mateh. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon his 


words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly, and 

not marry her. 

Dogb. O villain! rhou wilt be condemned into ever- 
laſting redemption for this. 

Sexton, What elſe? 

2 Match. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, maſters, than you c can deny. 
Prince Joha is this morning ſecretly itolen away ; Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 
and upon the grief of this, ſuddenly dy'd. —Maſter con- 
ſtable, let theſe men be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; 


I will go before, and ſhew him their examination. [Eyit, 


Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd. 

** Verg. Let them be in hand. 

% Corr, Off, coxcomb ! 

Dog. God's my life ! where's the ſexton 2 let him 
write down—the prince's officer, coxcomb.“ Come, 
bind them: — Thou naughty varlet ! 

nr. Away! you are an aſs, you are an aſs. 


E 2 Dogb. 
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Dogb. Doſt thou not ſuſpect my place? Doſt thou not 
ſuſpe&t my years ?—O that he were here to write me 
down—an aſs !—but, maſters, remember, that I am an aſs ; 
though it be not written dewn, yet forget not that I am 
an aſs:— No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as ſhall 
be proved upon thee by good witneſs: I am a wiſe fellow; 
and, which is more, an officer; and, which is more, an 
houſholder ; and, which is more, as pretty a piece of fleſh 
as any is in Meſſina ; and one that knows the law, go to; 
and a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath 
had lofles; and one that hath two gowns, and every thing 
handſome about him: rind him away. O, that I had 
been writ down—an als !— | [Exennt. 


8 


—— 


8 Leoxato 8 F606 „ Enter Lars and 
AN TONIo. 


Antonio. ; 

Le you g0 on thus s, you will kill yourſelf; 
And 'tis not wiſdom, thus to ſecond 2% 
Againſt yourſelf. 

Leon. I pray thee, ceaſe thy counſel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitleſs 
As water in a ſieve: give not me counſel; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs do ſuit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that ſo lov'd his child, 
Whoſe joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And bid bim ſpeak of patience; 
«© Meaſure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
« And let it anſwer every {train for ſtrain; 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a grief for ſuch, | 
& In every lineament, branch, ſhape, and form: 
4 Tf ſuch a one will ſmile, and {troke his beard ; 
* In ſorrow. wag ! cry hem, when he ſhould groan ; 
« Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-waſters; bring him yet to me, 


And 
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« And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no ſuch man: For, brother, men 

« Can counſel, and give comfort to that grief 

„Which they themſelves not feel; but taſting it, 

« Their counſel turns to paſſion, which before 

« Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

« Fetter ſtrong madneſs in a ſilken thread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words:“ 

No, no; 'tis all men's office to ſpeak patience 

To thoſe that wring under the load of ſorrow ; 

But no man's virtue, nor ſufficiency 

To be ſo moral, when he ſhall endure 

The like himſelt : therefore give me no counſel; 

« My griefs cry louder than advertiſement.” 
Ant. Therein do men from children nothing difter, 
Leon, I pray thee, peace; I will be fleſh and blood; 

For there was never yet philoſopher, 

That could endure the tooth- ach patiently ; 


However they have writ the ſtyle of gods, 


And make a piſh at chance and ſufferance. 
Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourſelf ; 
Make thoſe, that do offend you, ſuffer too, 
Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon : nay, I will do ſo: 
My ſoul doth tell me, Hero is Syd 
And that ſhall Claudio know, fo. ſhall the prince 
And all of them that thus een her. 


Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIO. 


Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, haſtily. 
Pedro. Good den, good den. 5 
Claud. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 
Pedro, We haye ſome haſte, Leonato. 
Leon. Some haſte, my lord - well, fare you Gali my 
lord: 
Are you ſo haſty now ? — well, all is one. 
Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant. If he could right himſelf with quarrelling, 
dome of us would lye low. 


Clayud. Who wrongs him? | 
E 3 | Leon. 


— — — — ” 
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Leon. Marys thou doſt wrong me, thou diſſembler, 
thou! 8 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
I fear thee not, 
Claud. Marry, beſhrew my hand, 


If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of feat: 


In faith, my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 
Leon. Tuſh, tuſh, man, never fleer and jeſt at me; 
I ſpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 


As, under privilege of age, to brag. 


What I have done being young, or what would do, 


Were I not old: Know, Claudio, to thy head, 


Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent child, and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruiſe of many ys, 


Do challenge thee to tryal of a man. 


I ſay, thou haſt bely'd my innocent child, 


'Thy ſlander hath gone through and through her heart, 
And ſhe lies bury*d with her anceſtors : 


O, in a tomb where ſcandal never ſlepr, 

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villainy ! 
Claud. My villainy ? 
Leon, Thine, Claudio; thine I ſay. 
Pedro. You ſay not right, old man. 
Leon. My lord, my lord, 

I' prove it on his body, if he dare ; 


Deſpight his nice fence, and his active practice, 


His May of youth, and bloom of luſtyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canſt thou ſo daffe me? Thou haſt kill'd my child; 
If thou kill'ſt me, boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 

Ant, He ſhall kill two of us, and men indeed: 


But that's no matter; let him kill one firſt ; 25 


Win me and wear me. let him anſwer me: 
Come, follow me, boy; come, ſir boy, follow me; 
Sir, boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence, 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, 1 will 

Leon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourſelf : God knows, I lov'd my niece 3 
And ſhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains we 
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That dare as well anſwer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a ſerpent by the tongue: 
Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkſops !— 
Leon. Brother Anthony, — 
Ant Hold you content ; What, man? I know them, 
ea, 
And wink they weigh, even to the utmoſt ſcruple ; 


Scambling, out-facing, faſhion-mong'ring boys, 


That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and ſlander, 
* Go antickly, and ſhow outward hideouſneſs,”” 
And ſpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 


How they might hurt their enemies, if they durſt, 
Aud this is all. 


Leon. But, brother Anthony, — 
Ant. Come, tis no matter; 


Dio not you meddle, let me deal | in this. 1 
Pedro. Gentlemen both, we vi not wake your 


patience. 
My heart is ſorry for your daughter's death; 
Bat on my honour, ſhe was charg'd with nothing 


But what was true, and very full of proof. 


Leon. My lord, my lord, — 


Pedro. I will not hear you. 
Leon. No? 


N Come, brother, away :—L will be heard ; — 


Ant. And fhall, 


Or lome of us will ſmart for it. [ Ereunt ambz, 


Enter BENEDICK. 


Pedro, See, ſee, 
Here comes the man we went to ſcek. 
Claud. Now, ſignior ! 
What news ? ; 
Bene. Good day, my lord. 
Pedro. Welcome ſignior: 
You are almoſt come to part almoſt a fray. 
Claud. We had like to have had our two noſes ſnapt 


off with two old men without teeth, 


Pedro. Leonato and his brother: What think'ſt thou? 
had we fought, I doubt, we ſhould have been too young 


E 4 Bene, 


2X WG... 8 — 
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Bene.. In a falſe quarrel there is no true valour. 
TI came to ſeek you both. 

Claud, We have been up and down to ſeek thee ; for 
We are high- proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away: Wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Bene. It is in my ſcabbard; ſhall 1 draw it ? 

% Pedro. Doſt thou wear thy wit by thy ſide ?”? 
Claud. Never any did fo, though very many haye 
ce been beſide their wit.“ —I will bid thee draw, as we do 

the minſtrels; draw, to ar us. 

Pedro. As Jam an honeſt man, he looks pale. 

Art thou ſick or angry? 

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What though care 
kill'd a cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill 
"0006+. 
Bene. Sir, I ſhall meet your wit in the carecr, if 
you charge it againſt me :—l pray you, choole Another 
ſubject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another ſtaff; this laft 
&« was broke croſs.” 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more; 3 
think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall 1 ſpeak a word in your car? 

Claud. God bleſs me from a challenge! 

Bene. You are a villain; —I jeſt not :—T will make it 
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you 
dare: — Do me right, or I will proteſt your cowardice. 
You have kill'd a ſweet lady, and her death ſhall fall 
heavy on you :—Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, ſo I may have good 
„ | 
Pedro. What, a feaſt? a feaſt? 

Claud, P faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to a | 
calves-head and a capon ; the which if 1 do not carve. 
moſt curiouſly, ſay my kaife's — Shall I not find a 
woodcock too? 

Bene. Sir your wit ambles well ; it goes eaſily. 9 5 

« Pedro. I'll tell thee, how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 
% other day: I ſaid, thou had'ſt a fine wit; True, ſays 
$ ſhe, a fine little one; No, ſaid I, a great wit . wes 
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; ſaid ſhe, a great groſs one; Nay, ſaid I, a good wit + 
6 FJuſt, ſaid ſhe, it hurts nobody; Nay, ſaid I, the gentle. 

« man is wiſe ; Certain, ſaid ſhe, a wiſe gentleman, Nay, 
, ſaid I, he hath the tongues; That J believe, aid ſhe, 
« for he more a thing to me on Monday night, which he 
te Forfwore on Tueſday morning; there's a double tongue, 

« there's two tongues, Thus did ſhe, an hour together, 
4 tranſ. ſhape thy particular virtues; yet at laſt, ſhe con- 

« cluded with a ligh, thou waſt the propereſt man in 
4 Italy. | 

Claud. For the which ſhe wept heartily, and ſaid, 
ec ſhe car'd not. 

% Pedro. Yea, that ſhe did; but yet, for all that, an 
« if ſhe did not hate him deadly, ſhe would love him 
«dearly; the old man's daughter told us all. 

* Claud. All, all; and moreover, God ſaw him when he 
4 was hid in the garden. 


Pedro. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage bull“ $ horns on 
the ſenſible Benedick's head ? 


Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwell Benedick 
the married man? 
Bene. Fare you well, boy; you know my mind ; I : 
will leave you now to your goflip-like humour : you 
break jeſts as braggarts do their blades, which, God be 
thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your many courteſies 
I thank you; I muſt diſcontinue your company: your 
brother, the baſtard, is fled from Meſſina; you have, 
among you, kill'd a ſweet and innocent lady: For my 
lord lack-beard there, he and J ſhall meet; and till then, 

peace be with him! [Exit BENE DICK. 

Pedro. He is in earneſt. 

Claud. In moſt profound earneſt; and, I'll warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice. 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee ? 

Claud. Moſt fincerely. 

Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in 
| bis doublet and hoſe, and leaves off his wit! 
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Enter DocBERKY, VERGES, CoNnRADE, and POR Acnio 


_ guarded, 


« Claud. He is then 2 giant to an ape: but then is an 
© ape a doctor to ſuch a man. 


« Pedro. But, ſoft you, let be; © pluck up my heart, 


% and be ſad ;” Did he not ſay, my brother was fled ? 
Dogb. Come, you, fir ; if Juſtice cannot tame you, ſhe 
ſhall ne'er weigh more reaſons in her balance: nay, an 
you be a curſing hypocrite once, you muſt be look'd to. 
Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men bound ! 
Borachio, one ! 
Claud. Hearken after their n my lord! 
Pedro. Officers, what offence have theſe men done ? 
Dogb. Marry, fir, they have committed falſe report; 


Moreover, they have ſpoken untruths ; ſecondarily, they 
are flanders ; ſixth and laſtly, they have bely'd a lady; 


thirdiy, they have verify'd unjuſt things : and, to conclude, 
they are lying knaves. 

Pedro. Firſt, I aſk thee what they have done; thirdly, 
Taſk thee what's their offence ; ſixth and laſtly, why they 
are committed; and, to conclude, what you lay to their 
char ge:! ? 
© Claud, Riphtly OPS] and in his own diviſion ; 
„and, by my troth, there's one meaning well ſuited.“ 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, - maſters, that you 
are thus bound to your anſwer ? this learned conſtable is 
too cunning to be underſtood : what's your offence ? 

Bora, Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
anſwer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. I 
have deceived even your very eyes, what your wiſdoms 
could not diſcover, theſe ſhallow fools have brought to 
light; who, in the night, overheard me confeſſing to this 
man, how Don John your brother incens'd me to ſlander 
the lady Hero; how you were brought into the orchard, 


and ſaw me court Margaret in Hero's garments; how you 


diſgrac'd her, when you ſhould marry her: my villainy 
they have upon record; which J had rather ſeal with my 
death, than repeat over to my ſhame: the lady is dead 


upon mine and my maſter's falſe accuſation; and briefly, 
I deſire nothing but the reward of a villain, 

: a | Pedro. 
| | 
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Pedro. Runs not this ſpeech like iron through your 
blood ? 
Claud. J have drunk poiſon, whiles he utter'd it, 
Pedro. But did my brother ſer thee on to this? 
Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 
Pedro. He i is compos'd and fram” d of treachery :— 
And fled he is upon this villainy. 
Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare ſemblance thar I lov'd it firſt. 
|  Dogb. Come bring away the plaintiffs ; by this time our 
ſexton hath reform'd ſignior Leonato of the matter: And 
- maſters do not forget to ſpecify, when time and place hall 
ſerve, that I am an als. 
Verg. Here, here comes maſter — Leonato, and 
the ſexton too. 


2 "In 4 * * 8 = * 
. FF MN 1 
e * T1 TO ES OE OO A EIN N " 

F ES IS Di Ss ev © ͤ Ä IE GE] oO OO ³ OE ᷣͤ r 
K . e neee e — 


ä 
l 


=" 
WE 
3 
= 
20 
=» 
nn 
= 
i 
35 
4 "i 
"1 


Re-enter LEONATO and ANTON10, with the Sexton, 


Leon, Which is the villain ? Let me ſee his eyes; 
That when I note another man like kim, 
J may avoid him : which of thele is he? 
Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me: 
Leon. Art thou the ſlave, that with thy breath haſt 
kill'd 
Mine innocent child? 
Bora, Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No, not ſo villain; thou bely'ſt thyſelf; 
Here ſtand a pair of honourable men, 
A thicd is fled, that had a hand in it :— 
I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds; _ 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Jet I muſt ſpeak ; Chuſe your revenge yourſelf ; 
Impoſe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my lin: : yer ſinn'd 1 not, 
But in miſtaking. 
Pedro. By my ſoul, nor I; 
And yet, to ſatisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
Fhat he'll 8 me to. 
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Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 
That were impoſſible ; but, I pray you both, 


How innocent ſhe dy'd; vs and, if your love 
Can labour aught in fad invention, 
„Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
„And ſing it to her bones; ſing it to- night” : 
To-morrow morning come you to my houſe; 
And ſince you could not be my ſon-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter, 
_ Almoſt the copy of my child that's dead, 
And ſhe alone is heir to both of us; 
Give her the right you ſhould have given her coulin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

Claud. O noble ſir, 
Your over-kindneſs doth wring tears from me! 
I do embrace your offer; and diſpoſe 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. a 
Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming; 
To- night I take my leave, This naughty man | 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, = 
| Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong, 

Hir'd to it by your brother, 

Bora, No, by my ſoul, ſhe was not; 
Nor knew not what ſhe did, when ſhe ſpoke to me; 
But always hath been juſt and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, ſir (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black), this plaintiff here, the ofic cnder, did 
call me aſs : I beſeech you, let it be remembered in his 
puniſhment : And alſo, the watch heard them talk of one 
Deformed: they ſay, he wears a key in his ear, and a 
« lock hanging by it; and borrows money in God's 
« name; the which he hath us'd ſo long, and never paid, 
6 that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing 
* for God's ſake: Pray you, examine him upon that 
point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeſt pains, 

_ Dogs. Your worſhip ſpeaks like a moſt thankful and 
reyerend youth; and I praiſe God for you. 
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ſhall come over it; 


always keep below ſtairs ? 
Marg 
bit, but hurt not. 


woman; and fo, I 
* thee the bucklers,” 
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Leon. There's for thy pains. 
| Dogb. God fave the foundation! 
Leon. Go, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner, and I thank 


Dogb. I leave an errant Knave with your worſhip ; 
which, I beſcech your worſhip, to correct yourſelf, for 
the example of others. God keep your worſhip ; I wiſh 


your worſhip well; God reſtore you to health: I humbly 
give you leave to depart; and if a merry meeting may be 


wiſh'd, God prohibit it. Come, neighbour. [ Exeunt, 
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewel, 
« Ant, Farewel, my lords; we lock for you to-mor- 
. | 
« Pedro. We will not fall. 5 
% Claud. To- night I'l mourn with Hero.“ 
Leon. Bring you theſe fellows on; we'll talk with 
Margaret, „ 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 
| . [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE II. 
Room in LEoXATO's Houſe. Enter BENEDICK, and 
MARGARET, meeting. 


Bene. Pray thee, ſweet miſtreſs Margaret, deſerve well 

at my hands, by helping me to the ſpeech of Beatrice. 
Marg. Will you then write me a ſonnet in praiſe of my 

beauty ? 5 
Bene. In ſo high a ſtyle, Margaret, that no man livin 


for, in moſt comely truth, thou de- 
ſerveſt it. 


Marg. To have no man come over me? why, ſhall I 


Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth, 
it catches, 2 = DR, 5 


And your's as blunt as the fencer's foils, which 


Bene. A moſt manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt 2 
pray thee, call Beatrice ; * I give 


1 Marg. 
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% Marg. Give us the ſwords, we have bucklers of our 
4 OWN. 
& Bene. If you aſe them, Margaret, you muſt put in 
ec the pikes with a vice; and they are dangerous weapons 
4 for maids.” EE a 
Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I 
& think hath legs.” | [Exit MARGARET. 
Bene. And therefore will come.“ _ [Sings,] 


The god of love, 
That fits above, 
&« And knows me, and knows me,” 


Hou pitiful I deſerve, — 


1 mean in gain but in loving, Leander the good 
ſwimmer, Troilus the firſt employer of pandars, and a 
whole book full of theſe quondam carpet-mongers, whoſe 
names yet run ſmoothly in the even road of a blank verſe, 
why, they were never ſo truly turn'd over and over, as 
my poor ſelf, in love: Marry, I cannot ſhew it in rhime; 
J have iry*d ; I can find out no rhime to /ady but baby, I 
an innocent rhime; tor ſcorn, horn, a hard rhime; for Y 
ſchool, feel, a babbling rhime; very ominous endings: . 
No, I was not born under a rhiming planet, for I cannot 
"woo in feſtival terms.— 


Enter BEAT RICE. 


Sweet Beatrice, would'ſt thou come when 1 call thee ? 
Beat. Yea, fignior, and depart when you bid me, 
Bene. O, ſtay but till then ! 

Beat, Then, is ſpoken ; fare you well now :—and yet 
erc I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with 
knowing what hath paſt between you and Claudio. 
Ou Only foul words: and thereupon I will Kils 
hee 

Beat. Foul words are but foul Wind, and foul wind is 
but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome ; therefore [ 

will depart unkiſe'd. - 
Bene, Thou haſt frighted the word out of its right 
ſenſe, ſo forcible is thy wit: But, I mult tell thee plainly, 
Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either I muſt ſhortly 
hear from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward, And, [ 


pray 


_ 
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pray thee now, tell me, for which of my bad parts didſt 
thou firſt fall in love with me ? | 


Beat, For them all together * which ED OY fo 


politick a ſtate of evil, that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 


good parts did you firſt ſuffer love for me? 


Bene. Suffer love; a good epithet! I do ſuffer love, 
indeed, for I love thee againſt my will, _ 
Beat. In ſpight of your heart, I think; alas! poor 
| heart! If you ſpight it for my ſake, I will ſpight it for 


hates. 5 


yours; for I will never love that, which my friend 


Bene. Thou and I are too wiſe to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confeſſion ; there's not one 
wiſe man among twenty, that will praife himſelf, _ 

Bene. An old, an old inſtance, Beatrice, that liv'd in 
the time of good neighbours : if a man do not erect in 


this age his own tomb ere he dies, he ſhall live no longer 


in monument, than the bell rings, and the widow 
Weepse > 5 
Heat. And how long is that, think you? 


Bene. Queſtion ? — Why, an hour in clamour, and a 
quarter in rheum : Therefore it is moſt expedient for the 


wiſe (if don Worm, his conſcience, find no impediment to 
the contrary), to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I 


am to myſelf : So much for praiſing myſelf (who, I my- 


ſelf will bear witneſs is praiſe-worthy), and now tell me, 


How doth your couſin? 


Beat. Very ill. - 
Bene, And how do you ? 
Beat. Very ill too. 


Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : there will! 


leave you too, for here comes one in haſte. 
Enter URSULA. 


Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your uncle; * yonder's 
* old coil at home:“ it is proved, my lady Hero hath 
been falſely accus'd, the prince and Claudio mightily 


abus'd; and Don John is the author of all, who is fled 


and gone: Will you come preſently ?” 
Beat, Will you go hear this news, ſignior? 


Bene, | 
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bury'd in thy eyes; and, moreover, I will go with thee to 


« 7 Church, Enter Don PE D RO, CLAUDIO, ar 
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Bene. will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 


thy uncles [ Erxeunt. 


SCENE UL. 


& Attendants with Muſic and Tapers. 


* Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
« Atten. It is, my lord. 


CLAUDIO reads. 


& Done to death by flanderous tongues 

„Was the Hero, that here les: 

% Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies: _ 

« So the life, that dy'd with ſhame, 4B 
& Lives in death with glorious fame. 


« Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praiſing her when I am dumb. 
Now muſic ſound, and ſing your ſolemn hymn. 


«SON GC. 


Pardon, Goddeſs of the night, 

& Thoſe that flew thy virgin knight ; 
% For the which, with ſongs of woe, 
& Round about her tomb they go. 

& Midnmght, aſſiſt our moan ; 
„Help us to ſigh and groan, 
VVV 
« Graves yawn and yield your dead, 
% Till death be uttered, | 
% Heavily, heavily, 


— : 


© Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night | 
4 Yearly will I do this rite. 1 
4 Pedro. Good morrow, maſters; put your torches out: 
% The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the ood 7 
| Before 
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« Before the wheels of Phœbus, round about 
«© Dapples the drowſy eaſt with {pots of grey: 
& Thanks to you all, and leave us; fare you well, 
* Claud. Good morrow, maſters; each his ſeveral way. 
& Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds; 
« And then to Leonato's we will go. 
And Hymen now with luckier iſſue ſpeeds, 
« Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe ! 
| „„ IExeunt. 


** 


oy ad had 


oo BY GCENE-TV. 
 LeonaTo's Houſe. Enter LEonaTO, Bextpici, 
MARGARET, URSULA, ANTONIO, Friar and HERO. 


Friar. Did not I tell you ſhe was innocent ? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus'd her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 

But Margaret was in ſome fault for this; 

Although againſt her will, as it appears 
In the true courſe of all the queſtion.” 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things ſort fo well. 

Bene, And ſo am I, being elſe by faith enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourſelves; 
And, when I ſend for you, come hither maſk'd ; 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To viſit me: Lou know your office, brother; 

You muſt be father to your brother's daughter, | 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies. 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

Bene, Friar, I muſt entreat your pains I think. 

Friar, To do what, fignior ? 0 
Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good ſiguior, 
| Your niece regards me with an eye of favour, 
| Leon. That eye my daughter lent her; 'tis moſt true. 

Bene, And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The ſight whereof, I think, you had from me, 
F rom Claudio and the prince; But what's your will A 
| — ene. 


| 
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Bene. Your anſwer, fir, is enigmatical: 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May ſtand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
In the eſtate of honourable marriage ;— 
In which, good friar, I ſhall defire your help. 
Teon. My heart 1s with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 
„% Here comes the prince, and Claudio.“ 


Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIo, with Attendants. 


Pedro. Good morrow to this fair aſſembly. 
Leon. Good morrow, prince; good morrow, Claudio; 
We here attend you; Are you yet determined 
To. day to marry with my brother's daughter? 
Claud. I'll hold my mind, were ſhe an . 
Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready. 
[Exit AN TON to- 


Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick: Why, what's the 
matter, 


That you have ſuch a February face, 


Claud. I think, he thinks upon the ſavage bull: 
Toſh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all Europa ſhall rejoice at thee : 

As once Europa did at luſty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beaſt in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, fir, had an amiable low ; 

And ſome ſuch ſtrange bull leapt your father” cow, 
And got a calf in that ſome noble feat, 
Much like io you, for you have juſt his bleat. 


Re-enter ANTON10, With HERO, BEATRICE, Marc 
RET, and URSULA, maſſed, 


&« Claud, For this I owe you : here come other reck'- 
 nings.” 
Which is the lady E muſt ſeize upon ? 2 
Ant, This fame is ſhe, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why then ſhe's mine; Sweet, let me ſee your 
face. 
Leon. No, that you ſhall not, till you take her hand N 
Before this. friar, and ſweax to marry her. Ab 
Claud. 3 
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Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar; 

Jam your huſband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I liv'd, I was your other wife 
[Unmaſking. 

And when you lov'd, yon were my other huſband, 

Claud. Another Hero? 


Hero. Nothing certainer: 
One Hero dy'd defil'd ; but I do live, 
And, ſurely as J live, I am a maid, 
Pedro. The former Hero? Hero, that is dead 
ean. She dy d, my lord, but whiles her {lander liv'd, 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; : 
When, after that the holy cites are ended, 
['l] tell you largely of fair Hero's death: 
ean time let wonder ſegpyAamiliar, 

A d to the chapel let us preſently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice? 
Beat. I anſwer to that name; What is your w ill 2 
184 Do not you love we ? 

eat. Why, no, no more than reaſon. 
Bene. Why then your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio 

Have been deceived ; they ſwore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me? 
Bene. Troth, no, no more than r:aſon, 
Beat. Why, then my couſin, Margaret, and Urſula, 

Are much deceiv'd ; for they did ſweor you did. 

Bene. 78. ſwore e, that you were almoſt ſick for me. 
Beat. They ſwore, that you were well - digh dead for me. 


ene. Tis no ſuch matter : Then, you do not loye me? 


Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompence. 

Leon. Come, couſin, I am ſure you love the gentleman. 

Claud. And I'll be ſworn upon't, that he loves her; 
or here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A > baking ſonnet of his own pure brain, 

ſhion'd to Beatrice. 

Here. And here's another, 

Writ in my couſin's hand, ſtolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 
Bene, A miracle! here's our own hands againſt our 


hearts !—Come, 1 will have thee; but, by this light, I 
take oe for Pity. 


6 
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Beat. T would not deny you; —but, by this good day, 
I yield upon great perſuaſion; and, partly, to fave your 
life, for, I was told, you were in a conſumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will ſtop your mouth.— 


"[Kifing her, 

. How doſt thou, vienedic; the married man ? 

Bene. VII -tell thee what, prince; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: Doſt thou 
think, I care for a ſatire, or an epigram? No: if a man 
will be beaten with brains, he ſhall wear nothing hand- 
ſome about him: In brief, ſince I do purpoſe to marry, I 
will think nothing to any purpoſe that the world can fay 
againſt it; and therefore never flout at me for what 1 
have ſaid againſt it; for man is a giddy thing, and this is 
my concluſion.— For thy part, Claudio, 1 did think to 
have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be my kinſ- 
man, live unbruis'd, and love my couſin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou would'ſt have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgell'd thee “ out of thy 
“ ſingle life, to make thee a double dealer; which, out 
« of queſtion, thou wilt be, if my coufin do not look EX 
* ceeding narrowly to thee.” _ 

hene. Come, come, we are friends :— let's have a dance 
ere we are marry'd, that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives' heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. Firſt, o' my word; therefore, play, mufic.— 
Prince, thou art fad; get "thee a wife, get thee a ite - 
there! is no ſtaff more reverend than one tipt with horn. 


Enter Meſſenger. 75 ame. 


Me AT My lord, your brother John is ta'en in fight, 
And brought with armed men back to Meſſina. : 
Bene. Think not on him till to morrow : PI deviſe thee : 
brave puniſhments for him.— Strike up, pipers. 
' — "rl [Exennt omnes. 
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